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IFGEtc do does list:

Media Outreach
IFGE is one of the foremost sources of information

regarding transgendered issues to many respected

news agencies such as Reuters, AP Wirenews,

The Wall Street Journal, Court TV, A&E, The

Discovery Channel and many others.

Community Building
The Winslow Street Fund awards grants to help

promote education and outreach for our community.

Higher Education
Our TSELF Scholarship program awards college

scholarships to many of our brightest openly

trans students.

fa Health Care Access
We have helped thousands of people locate and

understand health care providers, and are working

on a new program to improve insurance access.

fa Literature

Our Syncronicity Bookstore makes many titles from a

wide array of publishers available conveniently and

confidentially. We publish books on topics such as

relationships, legal issues, and hormone therapy.

fa Youth Outreach
Transgendered people are coming out earlier than ever

today. Our newest program aims to provide training and

literature on gender issues to professionals who work

directly with youth. Sensitivity to gender is important

to prevent these youth from being further marginalized.



A FEW IMPORTANT WORDS FROM KATE BORNSTEIN:
“I remember when I first thinking of the very real possibility of my
going through a 'gasp* sex change This was in the days before tran-

ny support groups. I steeled myself and made the long distance call to

IFGE. To my delight, I spoke with a trans woman who calmed me
down and pointed me in the direction of some deeper self-work prior

to making my decision to proceed. It was invaluable advice. I owe a

debt to IFGE. I think many trans folks do. Maybe one of them is you?
If not right this minute, then perhaps some day?

Look, IFGE is an organization that seems to rise above all politics

of the trans experience, getting to the heart of what matters to each of

its multi-identified members. Wouldn’t it be worth the mini-investment

of a membership to make sure IFGE is there for all of us? I think so.

"

I F G [ Membership
is belonging, is working for the good of everyone,

and is your opportunity to assist others in finding help.

IFGE is a registered 501 (c) (3) nonprofit organization Membership mlcudes the IFGE quarterly newsletter presenting news of the organization and other

developments within the community, voting privileges, and a 10% discount on items from the IFGE Synchronicity Bookstore

IFGE depends on your membership. ..Help support the IFGE mission! Please won’t you join up today?

PLEASE SIGN ME UP!

Low Income/Student $20

Basic $35

Supporting $100

Benefactor $500

Life $2500

Patron $5000

You get 10% off book
orders with your paid

membership!
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Results will vary from person to person.

Are you ready for tke

Chest Reconstruction

stage of your transition

from female to male?
If you are under treatment with a therapist for your gender transition and

are psychologically ready to make the permanent life change from female to

male, Chest Reconstruction is an important part of your decision.

This surgery reconstructs the female chest, creating masculine contours.

It can make you feel more at ease in your newly chosen gender and makes

men's clothing easier to wear.

Dr. Reardon has been performing cosmetic surgery for 27 years and

transgender chest reconstruction for 22 years. From minimally invasive

procedures, such as simple liposuction, to advanced surgical methods for the

more extensive reconstruction of very large 38-40D+ breasts, he has the in-

depth experience that allows him to hand tailor these techniques and

technologies to correct your particular problems and to enhance your unique

self image.

All procedures are performed under local anesthesia with supplemental IV,

sedation in our state-of-the-art ambulatory facility on an out-patient basis.

If you are from out of town, we will assist you with accommodations.

In the hands of a caring physician, who is sensitive to all gender transition

issues, the result is a well-contoured, natural looking, masculine chest.

Be tne Lest you can Le.

James J. Reardon, M.D.
Board Certified Plastic and Reconstructive Surgeon

737 Park Avenue, New York, New York 10021

Telephone (212) 570-5594 Web: www.drjamesreardon.com/dysphoria
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Transgender Tapestry is a magazine for and about crossdressers, transgendered,

transsexual, intersexed, and other gender-variant persons, and those who support them.

our readers
Write for a general audience. Our readers include closeted and out people crossdressers, transsexuals, transgenderists,

intersexed persons, gay men, lesbians, bisexuals, heterosexuals, therapists, physicians, ministers, spouses and significant

others, family members, and friends. Our readers span all ages, races, nationalities,

religions, spiritualities, beliefs and opinions, and educational backgrounds

Your piece may be targeted for one group, but it should speak to the larger readership.

We wan! writing that challenges categories, presumptions, and accepted thought.

how to submit
The best way to send materials is via e-mail. We get it immediately and we don't have to retype it.

Send your submissions to <editor@ifge.org>. Attach a file, using MIME encoding.

These formats are acceptable for text files: Microsoft Word, WordPerfect,

Rich Text Files (RTF), and Text. Please name your file so it makes sense to us,

and for goodness sakes, be sure to include your

name and contact information with text files.

A file named "Tapestry" doesn't tell us much!

Much better to use 'John Smith Poem”

or "Martha Michaelson Submission."

It's okay to send text in the body

of an e-mail, but our Eudora Light

mail reader doesn’t recognize embedded codes.

Graphic images should be high-resolution

TIFF or EPS format, saved at 300dpi

and submitted to the editor (address below)

on Zip disk or CD-R Please include your

return address if you would like your materials

returned to you. If you prefer to send images

in BMP, GIF, or JPG format—although they are easy

to send via email, please know the quality of your

image will be severely compromised by the printing process.

Unless they're self-extracting, please don't send zipped files without clearing it

with us beforehand. No e-mail? Send a PC-compatible or MAC floppy to Dallas Denny,

P.O. Box 33724, Decatur, GA 30033-0724

We hate typing in text, but we understand some people can't afford or don't like computers,

so believe it or not, we accept articles on paper. Please include a brief biography with your submission.

what to send us
We want original material. We rarely accept simultaneous or previously published submissions.

We're interested in ideas which have been previously under-explored. We accept submissions on

gender issues of general interest, including: new (for some people) types of diversity;

little-known information about transgender history; under-utilized resources and populations;

personal struggles; social or medical issues; humor with an underlying message; and satire.

things we shouldn’t have to say
DO send us stuff. Deadlines are firm. Contact us before submitting.

Talk with us before writing, if possible. Let us know what you want to do and when you can deliver it

Send us a rough draft if you have one. Be reliable. Make your word stick. Be concise

Don't ramble, and don't try to tackle too much in one article.

Don't be heartbroken if we don't use your submission.

A rejection often has more to do with the theme or the space available in

the magazine than the quality of the writing.
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T
his year has seen the

release of a book that is

destined to have the gay

and transgender communities up

in arms. It's called The Man Who
Would Be Queen: The Science and

Psychology of Gender-Bending and

Transsexualism. The imprint is

Joseph Henry Press, a division of

the National Academies Press,

and the author is one Michael

Bailey, a sexologist.

Lyn Conway tired the opening salvo of the forth-

coming war in April, when she released a broadside

via e-mail. I chose not to join the virtual lynch mob
that immediately formed on the Internet; rather,

unlike most of those with opinions about TMWWBO,
I took the time to read the book. It is, as I had sus-

pected and feared, a truly loathsome work.

Although it was late in the

production schedule of this issue,

we could have found someone to

dash off a quick review. We’ve cho-

sen instead to hold the treatment

of TMWWBO for the next issue,

so we can respond in a more con-

sidered fashion.

There’s a need for a fast

response to materials which

defame us, and here’s to those who
fill that role. There’s also a need

for analysis in-depth and carefully prepared respons-

es, especially to works like Bailey’s, which is going to

be a thorn in our side for a long, long time. As a quar-

terly magazine, we will take the route that is slower,

but perhaps surer. Watch for our coverage of Bailey’s

book in issue #103. Meanwhile, read the book—but

please don’t buy it. You can view it free of charge

online at:

h ttp://www. nap.edu/ca talog/1 0530. h tml.

University of Michigan Health System
Comprehensive Gender Services Program

• Comprehensive care for

individuals and families

State of the art health care
in a comfortable and
respectful atmosphere

• Mental health care
Phone: 734-528-0895

• Speech / Language therapy E-mail: um-cgsp@umich.edu

• Primary medical care Alfreda Rooks Jordan UMHS-CGSP

(including hormones) 4990 Clark Road, Suite 300

Ypsilanti, Ml 481 97
• Plastic and Reconstructive 734-528-0895

Surgery (including GRS) 734-528-0986 (fax)
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Transgender

vs.

Transsexual:

not fighting

for the pie

by loocefer

As the transgender community

struggles even today to gain

recognition and actual inclusion

within mainstream lesbian, gay,

bisexual politics, pre-operative and

non-operative transgenderists and

gender-variant individuals also strive

to overcome the oppressive hierarchy

within the transgender community.

Such hierarchy is based on a tranny's

process of transitioning, and it

assumes that all transgenderists and

gender-variant people ultimately wish

to undergo sexual reassignment

surgery Indeed, the assumption goes

that most if not all transgenderists

break the norms of their assigned

gender in order to become the oppo-

site sex. While that assumption may
accurately apply to transsexuals and

many transgenderists, it doesn't by

any means hold for the entire

transgender community.

Pre-op and non-op trannys

and gender-benders sometimes even-

tually arrive at the point of hormone-

intake and SRS, but for most of us, it's

a difficult process-mentally, financially,

and legally. Transitioning sometimes

takes years and decades, not to men-

tion that some of us wish to maintain

gender fluidity. I mean to say that

while the politics of transsexual rights

and advocacy is imperative to the

entire transgender community, it can

essentially neglect and alienate a

substantial percentage of the commu-
nity that may not identify with policies,

legislation, and political activism exclu-

sively concerning post-op transsexuals.

Before I go on, I want to stress

that just as people of color are not a

subdivision of the greater human
race, pre-op and non-op trannys and

gender-benders are NOT merely a

subdivision of the greater transgender

community. Rather, we all exist in this

pit of a world together; only our

differences make our realities more

interesting and exciting, should we
recognize and reflect on them.

Perhaps since Judith Butler's

Gender Trouble (1990), academicians

of gender theory and queer/LGBT

politics have been heavily influenced

by the idea of gender being an

intricate combination of performances

that can be carried out by anyone,

though they have different social/

cultural meanings when done by dif-

ferent people. In other words, the

concept of gender as a performance

as well as a social construct has been

widely spread and accepted in the last

decade. This ideology has led to an

upsurge of desire to simply undermine

the gender binary system that

randomly prescribes specific gender

behavior, appearance, speech-pat-

tern, and future opportunities, based

on one's assigned sex at birth.

The argument often made to

support the eradication of the

gender bi-polarization is that once

transgenderism is inserted into the

equation of the heterosexist gender

system, the equation simply doesn't

work. All transgenderists, regardless of

their goal, transcend the rigid socially

constructed gender norms by not

conforming to them. Thus, while

some transgenderists and many
transsexuals work successfully and

happily within the current gender sys-

tem, there are drawbacks unnecessary

to anyone, such as fear of hate crimes,

random police harassment/bashing,

and discrimination in areas of employ-

ment, housing, legal marriage, and

child custody. If the movement to

undermine the gender binary system

should flourish, these difficulties

would hopefully begin to disappear.

For many years, prominent

trans activists like Leslie Feinberg

and Kate Bornstein have been speak-

ing on behalf of freedom from all

social constructs that limit human
expressions. That being the goal of

undermining the current gender

system, it doesn't invalidate the

efforts of trans activists who strive for

the safety, protection, and overall

advocacy for transsexuals. If nothing

TAPES EDITORIA

more, transsexuals and gender-

benders occupy different manifesta-

tions of a similar perspective on

gender issues. In addition, once we
get out of the theoretical debate of

genders, trans activists of all sorts aim

to improve the socio-economic status

and conditions of all people.

And it is in this spirit that

undermining the gender binary sys-

tem correlates to the larger scope of

socio-political activism in undermining

racism, sexism, classism, heterosexism,

ageism, and ableism. As trans and

gender-queer activists, we have a

model of queer activism in ACT UP of

the '90s, which moved beyond iden-

tity politics to the greater political

arena. The essence of identity politics

is that we as a people take back the

cultural and social basis from which

we operate, then apply the re-gained

socio-political power to a multi-issue

platform that addresses more than

gender-specific politics.

On December 26, 2002, the

National Lesbian and Gay Task Force

announced "its opposition to the

possibly impending war against Iraq

by announcing that it was joining

the newly-founded 'Keep America

Safe. Win Without War' coalition."

Meanwhile, numerous other national

GLBTI organizations choose to avoid

involving themselves in the expanding

tension on the war against Iraq,

NLGTF's courageous act is worthy of

following. Nothing says more about

the strength of a GLBTI community

than its audacity in speaking out

against the foreign policy of the

government whose favor it tries to

win. And nothing is more sensible

than a social minority's involvement

in the national affairs of its country.

Indeed, it is imperative to the prosper-

ity of the trans movement to first

believe in itself as a powerful social

group, then to engage in politics.

loocefer is a student at UC5C:

loo can be contacted at

faerijfagdLjke@Ljahoo.com
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I just received my Special Nostalgia

Issue of Transgender Tapestry. Having

recently resubscribed. I thought it a nice

welcome back. I found it to be very

interesting. I'm looking forward to my
next issue.

-Savina Anne Somars

Several folks In the community have

wondered why or been upset because

they didn't see themselves or their own
personal inspirations in the nostalgia

issue. We were concentrating on those

who caught the popular eye, the dar-

lings of the media. Perhaps, in a future

issue, we'll take a look at some of the

worker bees. No doubt there will be

folks who will feel left out there, also.

—Ed.

KJ&t} 'life “Redcix

Senior Questions

-by Lynda Frank

I got out of bed at eight o'clock this

morning, same as every other morning.

I put on my panties and my bra and a

cotton sweatsuit. Since my retirement a

few years ago, sweatsuits have been

my favorite choice of outerwear Now, I

don't give a second thought to the

panties-they being just another form of

shorts-but the bra does invoke

thoughts. I know that after the first few

minutes and except for an occasional

adjustment now and again, I may not

think about it for the rest of the day.

Why, then, do I want to wear it?

Basically, when it comes to my cross-

dressing, I'm not far from where I've

always been. The main change is that

since it's just my wife and myself at

home, I get to dress more than ever. I

now put myself in the category of recre-

ational crossdresser However, given the

free choice every morning, I probably

would enjoy dressing en femme more

than in my male role Unfortunately,

with male facial features and a large

body, it': difficult to pass unnoticed. I'm

not always ready and willing to defend

my presentation. Then there's the dis-

comfort of my loved ones with my
preser sanon not being generally accept-

able for our social environment I'm not

yet ready to sacrifice their comfort for

my own.

Now, as I enter my senior years,

knowing there are a great many others

like myself out there. I've seeking them

out to learn how and if their feelings are

changing. My curiosity has been

aroused as to how others in my age cat-

egory are managing whatever gender-

variant feelings they may still have. I'm

looking for as many older people as I

can find, because theres comfort in

knowing I'm not out there alone.

Bend your comments and personal

feelings to: lgndafrank@hntmail.com.

Lisa Ann Estrine

San Diego, CA

I am a pre-op male-to-female trans-

sexual, and also a veteran. Through trial

and error and guts, I applied for and

was able to obtain benefits from the

Veterans Administration.

Upon arrival at the VA facility in La

Jolla, I was told to report to member
services and there filled out papers.

They asked for two important docu-

ments: discharge papers and the paper

that changed my name from male to

female. In California, this is possible, as

documents are filed in the court system.

After an interview I was given a card

with my picture on it. All visits are free.

All medications are free, and all other

services are free.

I put the card to a test on

Thanksgiving Day, as I was sick and

couldn't talk. Visiting Urgent Care, I saw

a nurse and then a doctor, who
prescribed the proper medication. It

was, as noted, freel I had been spend-

ing up to $75 a month on medication

and $ I 5 co-pay for each doctor visit.

Anna Connelly

Zephyrhills, FL

I'm a male-to-female pre-op transsex-

ual prisoner in Florida. For two years

now. I've been trying to receive medical

care from the Florida Department of

Corrections for being gender dysphoric.

In 1994 I was diagnosed by the

Gender Identity Association in

Jacksonville and started my hormone

therapy I lived and worked as a female

for five years, had my name legally

changed on my birth certificate, and

had my name and sex changed on my
driver's license and social security card. It

was the first time in my life without

inner conflict of who I am; I was
finally becoming a whole person in

mind and body.

In 1 999 I was arrested and my
hormone treatments were stopped. I

was locked in a cell by myself and

denied any medical or psychological

care. I attempted suicide by hanging

and was in a coma for three days.

My doctor had sent the jail the

appropriate documentation for them to

restart my hormone therapy, but it was

still denied.

In November 2000, I was trans-

ferred to the Florida Department of

Corrections. By this time my body was

regressing. I was having psychological

problems from the loss of my feminine

characteristics and pains in my breasts

and genitals, but I couldn't get medical

or psychological care, even though I

once again submitted documentation

from my physician. In January 2003, I

filed a civil suit against the FD.O.C.

because they have not and will not

follow the Federal Bureau of Prisons'

policy regarding transsexual inmates.

I've written lots of letters to try to find

the transgender community. I had no

luck. Then one day someone gave the

prison a copy of the Summer 2002

Tapestry, and it made its way to me. I

read it cover to cover without putting

it down.

I loved reading your magazine. I'm

so sorry I wasn't into transgender rights

when I was on the outside making

money. Maybe if I had been I wouldn't

be having such a hard time now.

Anna Connelly. O-RFFIBO
Zephyrhills Correctional Institute

B73B Ball Blvd.

Zephyrhills. FL 33531

Anna asked for the postal address

of the Transgender Law and Policy

Roundtable. Unfortunately, their

website gives only e-mail contact

information. Perhaps one of the

principals will seeAnna's letter and send

her an old-fashioned letter.

—Ed.
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20 Years
Made All the Difference for an

Unknown Number of Transgender People

- Including Me!

by Catherine Lynn Andrews

The difference between those bom in the mid- 1 940s

and those born in the mid-1960s is an important one.

Until recently, the existence of the older group was
relatively unknown (to me anyway), as they were not

vocal and just blended into the larger transgender

community. The realization that this was a significant

group came to me during a late evening discussion on

Wednesday at the 2002 IFGE conference in Nashville. As I

sat at a table in the bar enjoying the music of Donna Frost,

a new acquaintance approached me. We had met earlier

in the day and had spoken briefly at the social. "Can we
chat for a moment?" she began, as she slipped into a chair

across from me. "I have a feeling we have something more
in common than crossdressing." She was elegant and
well-mannered, with an easy feminine presence that

seemed to come to her naturally. "Of course," I replied,

mustering all the casual response I could as I concealed my
concern that she was implying I appeared to be a deviant

of some kind "Let me tell you about myself," she began.

For the next 30 minutes she (I'll call her Sheila) told me
of being born in the mid- 1 940s and having realized she

was different from the other boys in the mid- 1 950s. Sheila's

story wasn't unlike mine and a hundred others I knew
from my many years of association with this

community. It was just after midnight when she said

something that described me more exactly than I had ever

thought possible. "You know," she said casually, "If I had

been born in the mid- 1 960s, today, I would be married to

a sensitive, well-educated professional man and living in a

nice home somewhere in the suburbs of a major city.

I would be working in heels and playing golf from the red

tees; I would be active in supporting my community as the

volunteer chairwoman of some civic organization, and I

would be dressed elegantly for the occasional formal

evening out on the town. "She was looking into the deepest

recesses of my very soul! "Was I right in my assessment of

you?" she asked. I just looked at her, smiled, and softly

tapped the tip of my nose with my right index finger.

"Twenty years would have made all the difference!" I

said, as I began to explain my personal situation. "Had I

been born in the mid-1960s, I would have had access

to a tremendous amount of information on our community

on the Internet in the 1990s that just wasn't available to

us. In the absence of this information, I incurred a

commitment to a marriage and another to the raising

of children. By the time information on sex reassignment

surgery was available, I was morally bound by my
personal commitments."

"Exactly!" exclaimed Sheila. "In the time before the

Internet and IFGE, only the medical academics possessed

information on transgendered people. It just wasn't

available to us as individuals."

"From what I've read," I continued, "the information

they had was only anecdotal, and most of the conclusions

they drew at the time were grossly inaccurate. I've always

believed the reports indicating there are significantly more

transgendered people in society today than there were

twenty years ago are wrong. I believe the numbers were

proportionally the same, but a significant portion was
forced by circumstances to forgo SRS due to age and com-

mitments that had to be honored."

"I feel many of us have severe emotional problems

today because of this very issue," she said. "There doesn't

seem to be a place for us in the community, so we just sit

quietly among the others. You seem to be comfortable

with this. How did you adjust and cope?"

From the tone of her question, it was obvious she had

an answer, but wanted to hear from me before saying any

more. "I’m who you see," I began. "I dress up as a guy
most days in order to make a living and to support my
personal commitments. I've had to make this compromise

to ensure my emotional well-being, sacrificing time and
effort to my commitments at the expense of my true gen-

der. I am and always have been female. I prefer the female

role in a traditional male/female relationship and don't

consider myself to be gay or bisexual in the true definition

of either term."

"As do I!" Sheila agreed. "For me, a sexual relationship

with a woman carries lesbian overtones that I find

personally disturbing. I truly believe this should be studied

by the professional community at some academic level."

She continued by explaining her feelings on the subject;

they were almost identical to mine

Our conversation has obviously been recalled from

memory, but I believe I've captured the essence of it, even

if the quotes aren't exact. The point is, I believe there exists

a substantial number of us in the transgender community
who had no access to information when we were
younger; if we had, our lives would be very different.

I could be wrong, as I've never had this conversation

with anyone other than Sheila and a few other friends. I

would love to hear the opinions of others on this issue.

If twenty years would have made all Che difference Co

you. please drop Catherine a line at.-

CatLyAnd@AOL.com

And send a letter to the editor, as well!
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AND THAT’S

THE WAY IT IS
by Monica F. Helms

I
vvas going through my morning routine,

getting ready for another day at Tapestry

Towers. Only a few months ago, we all thought

we would lose our jobs because of the lavish

spending of the editor, Dallas Denny.

However, Dallas used her beguiling ways to

convince a Saudi sheik to float a multi-million-dollar loan,

which in reality should be considered a “gift,” as she has no

intention of paying it back.

As I adjusted my skirt and slipped into my flats, I heard

what sounded like a knock at the door. Rounding the

corner into my living room, I saw the strangest thing—the

air in front of the door appeared distorted, like ripples in a

pond. The ripples increased in intensity and air started

rushing into the center. The turbulence was so intense that

papers flew off the table and into the opening.

“Hey! That was my column!” I knew Dallas wouldn’t

accept the excuse “A hole in my living room ate my paper,”

since I had already used the-dog-ate-iny-paper excuse.

“Damn! I have to go into that mysterious hole and retrieve

my column.”

Cautiously, 1 stepped closer to the ever-widening open-

ing. Because of the wind, I could barely keep my balance;

my hair stuck out in front of me. Then I was sucked

through the opening. Swirling, swirling. It looked just like

what I’d seen on the TV shows “Sliders” and “Stargate,

SG 1 .” IMonica ’s not quite old enough to remember “live Time

Tunnel”—Dallas]

I found myself dumped onto the floor of a dirty,

abandoned office suite. Wind blew through smashed-out

windows, and a thick layer of dust covered everything.

Stepping to the window, I viewed the landscape before

me. A metropolis lay in ruins, like a scene from a

post-apocalypse movie.

As the horror of what I saw sank in, 1 suddenly realized

where I stood. “Oh, my God. I’m in Dallas’ office in

Tapestry 'lowers!” hooking around, I confirmed it. The
desk was the same one Dallas had brought up by a crane

through the window. It was her office, all right.

1 examined the decorations on the wall. There were

rows and rows of pictures, all of Dallas. Wiping the dust off

one, I saw that it read “Dallas Denny No. 10, 2225-2292.”

The pictures were in sequential order, beginning with the

original Dallas. “Well, I’ll be. The rumors were true!” I had

heard Dallas wanted to have herself cloned so she could

continue to run the magazine into the future. She would

never trust anyone else to take over for her.

On another wall, I spotted a Tapestry front cover. “Issue

#1000? Summer? Is it still a quarterly? Wow, that’s 225

years into the future! But by the looks of things, I’m much
further into the future than that.” There was something

strange about the cover. “What? Transspecies Tapestry?

What’s going on here?”

I searched the room for a clue. I found it in a huge book

entitled The Harry Benjamin Interplanetary Standards of

Care for Species Identity Disorder. “Ah,” I thought. “This

should explain things!

Reading, I discovered that as humans had ventured

to other planets, we had encountered new species of

intelligent life. As we discovered more and more new
species, some people began to feel they should not have

been born human. From this, a whole new industry came

into existence. SRS now stood for “Species Reassignment

Surgery.” Of course, there were those who only wanted to

he a different species on weekends, while others felt they

were “species neutral.” Youth had coined the phrase,

“species queer.”

Then I caught the glimpse of a clean, white sheet

of paper tucked into the corner. “My column!” Indeed,

I had found part of one of my old Transgender

Tapestry columns. _
Pg.3

New Veterans Organization

As the transgender population grows, so does the

number of transgender military veterans and active duty

service members. The Don’t Ask, Don’t Tell policy that

doesn’t help gays, lesbians and bisexuals doesn’t work

at all for transgendered active duty service members.

If one is caught crossdressing in the military or

is discovered to be transsexual, the military uses various

means to get rid of that person. The process is never easy

or pleasant.

Transsexual veterans look toward the Veterans

Administration for medical services promised them when
they were in the service. In some locations, they are finding

VA medical facilities provide excellent service, including

hormone therapy and psychological counseling. But at

10 Tapestry 102



other facilities, transsexual veterans

are refused all medical services. This

inconsistency occurs because each

facility individually interprets the

laws and policies regarding the treat-

ment of transsexuals.

These problems were initially

addressed by the Veteran’s Affairs

Committee of the National Trans

gender Advocacy Coalition—but as

more and more issues affecting trans-

gendered active duty service members

and veterans came to light, it became

clear a committee could not adequate-

ly address the problem. In January

2003, some members of NTAC’s VA
Committee decided to form a new
national organization, the Transgender

American Veterans Association.

Being a national organization

allows TAVA to bring in more people,

form coalitions to address veterans’

issues more fully, and acquire its own
grants and funding.

In the first month of its existence,

TAVA not only attracted more than 50

members, it became a national partner

with the Library of Congress’ Veteran’s

History Project. This project was
established to gather as many stories

from living veterans as possible and

store them for all time. The U.S. loses

1500 veterans a day—and along with

them, their stories.

Two other national GLBT veter-

ans’ organizations, GayVeterans.com

and the American Veterans for Equal

Rights, are also partners on this pro-

ject; both have also become coalition

partners with TAVA. TAVA is dedi-

cated to preserving as many stories

from transgendered veterans as

possible, and to helping AVER and

GayVeterans.com collect stories from

gay, lesbian and bisexual veterans.

“Okay, that’s Page Three. Where’s

the rest? I’d better keep looking.”

Checking around the office, I noticed a

door. Curious, I opened it and peered

into darkness. I thought I caught a

glimpse of white on the floor, but I

needed a light to see whether it was

another page of my column. Pulling

a flashlight from my purse, I shone

it on the floor; indeed, I found

another page. [You’d be surprised

what Ms. Monica keeps in her purse. I

once caught a glimpse ofan entrenching

tool—Dallas]

After picking up Page Two, 1

moved the light around to see what

treasures Dallas might have hidden in

the room. On the far back wall, I could

see what appeared to be a refrigerator

covered with dust. “Dallas’s kitchen?”

1 thought. But as I stepped closer, I

noticed something familiar about

the “refrigerator.”

“It’s the WayBack Machine! What
the hell is it doing here? Dallas was

suppose to give it back to Mr. Peabody

after I was through using it for issue

#100.” I brushed dust from the handle

and cracked open the door. A stench

of dry decay nearly made me gag. As 1

opened the door wider, a skeleton fell

out at my feet.

Florida Redeems ItselF

pg.2
Remember hanging chads? No,

they’re not a gay sixties rock group.

How about voting irregularities in the

governor’s race, or Orlando and St.

Petersburg not adding protection for

transgendered people, or Dade County

trying to remove protection for sexual

orientation? Does the name Jeb Bush

ring a bell? Yes, these wonderful

things happened in the Sunshine

State. However, with all that sunshine,

there was little enlightenment in

Florida, until...

On February 21, 2003, there was a

bright ray of sunshine in Florida.

Circuit Court Judge Gerard O’Brien

finally handed down his ruling in the

child custody case of Michael Kantaras

vs. Linda Kantaras, in a document of

more than 800 pages. No wonder it

took more than a year for the decision.

It’s about the size of War and Peace.

The war is over, and peace reigns

in the Kantaras household. Michael

has custody of his two children.

The Kantaras decision has been

hailed as one of the most significant

victories for transgendered people in

recent memory, a positive ruling after

adverse decisions in the Littleton,

Gardiner, and Oiler cases [the

marriages of transsexuals Christine

Littleton and J’Noel Gardiner were

ruled invalid by the high courts of

respectively, Texas and Oklahoma.

Crossdresser Peter Oiler was fired by

the grocery chain Winn-Dixie for

wearing women’s clothing away
from work—Ed.)

.

“Chromosomes are only one factor

in the determination of sex and they

do not override gender or self-identity

which is the true test or identifying

mark of sex,” wrote Judge O’Brien.

“Michael has always, for a lifetime,

had a self-identity as a male.” “It’s

a complete victory for Michael

Kantaras, and it’s a victory for all

transsexuals,” said Kantaras’ attorney,

Collin Vause.

Claudia Wheeler, Linda Kantaras’

attorney, cautioned in her closing
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argument that a decision favoring

Michael Kantaras would be “like a

barnyard door coming open. If

Michael can be a male because

Michael thinks he is a male, and

because of some surgery, your honor,

then we’re beaded for big trouble. It

will create utter chaos.”

Karen Doering, Michael Kantaras’

co-counsel and staff attorney at the

National Center for Lesbian Rights,

called Wheeler’s remarks “just silly.”

“I think dtis is a very, very positive sign.

This is the first case to thoroughly

examine the medical aspects of

transsexualism.”

Now, I’m not a lawyer, nor do I

play one on TV (or on TS, for that

matter), but, it doesn't take a lawyer to

see the importance of this decision. As
Karen Doering pointed out, a Circuit

Court Judge made a decision based on

extensive medical scrutiny of what it

means to be transsexual. This intense

dissection of the lives of people who go

through the transsexual process need-

ed to be documented in a court of law.

In the future, lawyers will use

O'Brien’s 800-page document to argue

their cases, and more than likely will

be successful at it. It’s Christmas in

February, and Judge O’Brien has given

us the gift that will keep on giving.

Don’t forget to send the man a thank

you card.

“What the ...!” I nearly had a heart

attack right on the spot. As I shoved

the skeleton off my feet, I directed the

flashlight at it. “That’s not human.

Could it be one of those new species

we had encountered?” But, no.

Something looked familiar with this

skeleton. Then it hit me. “Oh, my God.

This is Mr. Peabody!” Sure enough.

The doggie tag confirmed it. “I can see

now—Dallas never gave the WayBack
Machine back to Mr. Peabody.” One
will never know why.

I had to find the other two pages

of my article. Back in the main part of

the office, I spotted another page

under Dallas’ desk. Three down and

one to go.

Pg«4
Human Brutality Highlighted

In another courtroom on the

opposite side of the country, a picture

of brutality and hate came to light in

the murder trial of four men accused

in the beating October 3, 2002 death

of Gwen Araujo. Standing trial in

February were Jaron Chase Nabors,

19; Michael William Magidson, 22;

Jason Cazares, 23; and Jose Antonio

Merel, 23.

Press coverage of the trial was

heavy in California, but especially

heavy in the Bay Area, where the trial

took place. Nabors turned state’s evi-

dence and painted a horrible picture of

the events of that fatal night. The
four men knew Gwen as Lida, and

when she appeared at the same party'

they attended, they became angry

because they knew she was born

biologically male.

Nabors revealed detail after gory

detail of the events that night. He
told of beatings, blood on the couch

and carpet, a dent in the wall where

Gwen’s head impacted it, of the

four men wrapping Gwen in a

comforter, then dragging her out to

the garage. There, they wrapped a

rope around her neck and slowly

twisted it. To make sure she

was dead, Cazares whacked her on the

head twice with a shovel. The four

then loaded Gwen in the back of a

pickup and drove four hours to Silver

Fork Road in El Dorado, a place where

Cazares and Magidson had camped

before. There, they buried Gwen in a

shallow grave. At that time, Nabors

said he couldn’t believe someone

would ever do that, would be so

deceitful as to pretend to be a woman.
He then said, “Jose said he was so mad
he could still kick her a couple more

times.” Afterwards, they stopped at a

McDonald’s for breakfast.

At the time I wrote this column,

the trial was still under way. I’m

willing to bet that by the time you read

this, the outcome will not yet have

been decided. Gwen Smith, the creator

of the Remembering Our Dead website

and event coordinator for the

Transgender Day of Remembrance,

pointed out to me that the coverage for

this trial has exceeded the coverage

garnered by the Brandon Teena mur-

der trial. It may even exceed the cover-

age of the murder trial of the men who
killed Matthew Shepard.

Here in the 21st century, the

brutality one person inflicts on

another hasn’t diminished. The four

men who killed 17-year-old Gwen
Araujo could have easily been the

ones Balboa ordered to send his wild

dogs to kill the two-spirited people in

Central America, or could have lit the

bonfire under Joan of Arc. The only

difference is that today we can witness

the brutality in living color, right in

our living rooms, while eating our

evening meals. How convenient.

“One more page. Ah! There it

is, on top of Dallas’ trophy case.

Hey, look! Dallas finally did receive

the Virginia Prince Award. Well,

maybe not the original Dallas. It’s

dated 2113.” -
pg.l

Civil Rights AND
Great Milexican Food?

At the time this article was being

written, the Senate and House of the

State of New Mexico both passed a bill

that would ban discrimination based

on sexual orientation and gender

identity. Both bills are similar, and

when the two legislative bodies can

decide on the final wording. Governor

Bill Richardson has stated he will

sign it.

Voting along mostly party lines,

Senate Bill 28 passed with a vote of 22

to 18. One Democrat, Sen. Lidio

Rainaldi (D-Gallup), joined all

Republicans present in voting

against the measure. The bill was
sponsored by Sen. Cisco McSorley

(D-Albuquerque).

Linda Siegle of the Coalition for

Equality in New Mexico stated that

the process began in 1991. She said

she feels it’s time to add protection for

gay, lesbian, bisexual, and transgen-

dered people to the state’s Human
Rights Act.

Most New Mexico senators feel a

need to attract business to the state,

and Governor Richardson has made

this a high priority for his administra-

tion. Sen. Allen Hurt (R-Waterflow)

directed a statement toward the

Governor in an interview with

reporter Steve Terrell of the Santa

Fe New Mexican: “Your Democratic

Senate just sent you a bill that will

keep business out of the state.”

Terrell includes in his article a

quote from Senate Majority Leader

Manny Aragon: “These are American

citizens who are entitled to the same
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protections you and I are,” he argues.

“To be an American, you need to be

non-discriminating.”

In the course of this bill being

discussed, some of the senators made
some humorous comments—or at

least, I found them humorous. These

also appeared in the New Mexican.

Sen. Maryjane Garcia (D-Dooa Ana),

discussing the role of clothing in

gender identity, stated “We’re not gay.

We’re not men. We just feel comfortable

in our pants suits.”

Sen. Clint Harden (R-Clovis),

discussing gender and prejudices, said

“I’m a male. There’s nothing I can do

about it. Well, I guess there is, but I

choose not to.”

Sen. Joe Carraro (R-Albuquerque)

remarked, “Many men such as I who
consider ourselves macho have many
feminine traits?”

If the hills can be combined into

one acceptable piece of legislation

which is signed by the Governor, then

New Mexico will join an elite club of

three states that have passed hills pro-

tecting their transgendered citizens.

Of course, the way the Republican

wind is blowing in Minnesota these

days, once the dust settles, New
Mexico may be one of just two states

protecting transgender people.

(After writing this piece, I’m

craving some good Mexican food.

Anyone for tacos? [How ’bout some

ribs?—Dallas])

Great... I have my column, but how
do I get home? A lot of good it does me
to be here in the future. I brushed the

thick dust from Dallas’ comfortable

leather chair and sat down to think.

“Hey, wait! The WayBack Machine!

Damn. What do I use for power?”

Then I remembered: the WBM
takes just two C batteries to operate,

cells exactly like the ones in my flash-

light. “I’ll need some light to see what

I’m doing.” I pulled a lighter out of my
purse, grabbed the hefty Harry

Benjamin Interplanetary Standards of

Care, and rushed into the dark room

where the WayBack Machine had

been sitting for more than two hundred

years. The book made a bright flame

in the middle of the room as I inserted

the batteries in the Wayback’s battery

compartment. When I heard the familiar

sound of the WBM kicking on, my
stomach began to churn

Just as I was about to step into the

machine, I thought, “I need to bring a

souvenir from Dallas’ office.” I

rushed out of the room. One minute

later, I came back, holding a large

plaque in my arms. “Yeah. I can’t

wait to show this Virginia Prince

Award to Dallas; it’s an award she

won’t be earning anytime soon.” I

stepped into the WBM, set the

controls, and headed home.

detail of cover photograph by Mariette Pathy Allen
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by Li Anne W. Taft

an ri raex:
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I
once read a novel in which the only life

choices for the characters were to look

and act like John Wayne or Madonna. I

trembled at the thought of such limitations

being put on my own gender expression.

Recently, when I read a letter to the editor in

the Honolulu Weekly, the phrase “the gender of our sex”

caused me to shiver once more. Both writers seemed to

assume that sex—our biological characteristics—is inevit-

ably linked to the appropriate socially-constructed gender.

I calmed myself by reviewing my beliefs that gender

identity need not follow any particular path or the social

dictates of our assigned-at-birth sex. Realizing that not

everyone feels the same and that society often chooses

what is appropriate, I quivered once more, even as I sat in

the warm tropical sun.

Changing my gender has been a challenge—a wonderful

lesson in human sexuality that has given me much inner

strength. I take pride in my new gender as a non-conven-

tional, unique woman with more personality and less

rigidity than was the case in my 42 years as a man. I had

always been athletic, capable, and skillful. Now as a

woman, I have life experiences and skills that even a

decade ago a woman wouldn’t seek to acquire or dare claim

to possess. For instance, I proudly recall the times in my
life when I built a house and led teenage boys on

wilderness canoe trips.

For four decades, my assigned-at-birth male sex defined

a conservative gender role for me. I learned all the

“appropriate” manly behaviors. Yet throughout this life as

a boy/man, my soul felt trapped, and gender identity

dysphoria greatly affected my quality of life. Unfortunately,

my identity as a man was tangled up with the

misconception that women were restricted to limited roles.

I believed I would lose my independence and outgoing

personality if I changed genders. I was trapped.

As my desire and motivation grew to change my life to

truly reflect my inner self, my acceptance of the

socially-imposed limitations of gender roles waned. Yet,

even when 1 started my gender transition, 1 still followed

society’s rules and regulations. To be seen as a woman
with different physical and gender traits was so frightening

to me that for the first two years living as Li Anne, I tried

hard to appear a feminine woman with limited ambitions

and a not-so-self-assured disposition, even though I was
really quite different in regard to those traits, and a

feminist at heart.

In 1997, I joined a women’s paddling club. For the first

time in my life, I came in contact with people who
exhibited a variety of unique gender expressions and

roles, some quite unconventional. I observed that

almost everyone—TG/non-TG folks, gay/straight folks

alike—seemed happier with identities free from the

expected behavior of their assigned gender/sex. With this

diversity all around me, I was encouraged to express my
own inner self and a stronger desire to blend my outward

expressions into this gender spectrum.

I’ve often thought that two sexes/two genders don’t

reflect the reality of our world today. Renowned science

fiction writer Isaac Asimov described future people having

three sexes and multi-gender roles. Dr. Milton Diamond, a

University of Hawaii professor and researcher of human
anatomy and sexuality, recently wrote in an editorial in the

Honolulu Star Bulletin that “more options than man and

woman are needed.” In a recent article, human sexuality

researcher Anne Fausto-Sterling revisits a concept she First

introduced eight years ago: that five different gender/sex

categories really exist in our society.

While living in these diverse islands. I’ve observed a

wide range of gender/sex combinations that go beyond

society’s imposed limit of two. Based solely on my readings

and observations, the labels and descriptions below are not

meant to be complete or scientifically accurate. Rather,

they are common use and street terms for the most part, a

sampling of the wide range of lifestyles and expressions of

people living in 21st century Hawaii.

Straight, Heterosexual, Gay, Bisexual, Asexual:

People who remain in their assigned gender/sex

throughout life, learn the associated “appropriate

behaviors,” and have a variety of sexual orientations.

Transgendered, Transsexual:

Men and women who desire to transform their bodies to

women/men (also known as New Men and New Women,

Pre/post/non-op).

Hermaphrodites, Intersexed:

People with sex organs with ambiguous or both female

and male characteristics. Some live openly, some in secret.

Androgynous:

People with non-conventional, gender-blending gender

traits. Androgynes may appear or feel neither male nor
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female and usually express gender

ambiguity openly.

Fem, Dyke, Butch, Prissy,

Macho Man:

People with over-pronounced/

overstated, gender expressions which

may or may not be congruent with

their assigned gender or appearance.

Transvestites, Drag Kings/Queens:

People living in their assigned-at-birth

gender/sex hut who appear at times

as the opposite for sex, money,

pleasure or to entertain.

She-Males, Genderfuckers:

People who blend gender/sex charac-

teristics in unique ways, striving to be

different for self-attention, to shock

others, or to make a social statement.

Some characteristics common to

each of the above:

Attraction can be to the same,

opposite, both, or neither sex;

A Cosmetic surgery, body piercing,

and tattoos may be used to change or

accent appearance;

Not everyone fits neatly into

one category; may switch at will

or over time;

i< Some people may be accepted as

normal, others viewed as odd, no

matter what their category;

Also consider:

"M Some people enjoy others who
are of like mind and those who
accept their uniqueness; others are

repelled by sameness;

A All people have equal civil rights

and deserve fair treatment and

respect, no matter how they may
express themselves.

In my life as a transgendered

woman, happiness came only when I

began to accept the diversity of expres-

sion all around me. I have a life now
that is truly my own with many good

friends and a capacity to love others

better. If such a binary world of John

Wayne and Madonna did really exist,

what role would you choose?

Li Anne Taft has been a resident of

Hawaii since 1993. She resides in

Honolulu, where she lectures at area

colleges on transgender/transsexual

social and legal issues.

Please e-mail quur questions and
comments to.- Lwaioll@cs.com.
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bigenderism
by Miqqi Alicia Gilbert

t
he richness and soul of a society is

indicated by the way it cares for its

differences, for those within it who don’t

fit the general categories. In our western

societies, we are more and more making

room for those who are on the edges, who
don’t fit in the mainstream categories and

boxes. In many jurisdictions, for example,

one can’t construct a new building without including

facilities and access for the disabled. More and more elevators

have Braille markings, more public transport has facilities

for wheelchairs, and so on. This indicates that our society

is beginning to take care of those who previously had to

fend for themselves.

A similar phenomenon is occurring within the arena of

sexual orientation. Certainly not everywhere, but in some

areas, the assumption isn’t made that a man’s partner will

be a woman or that a child may not have two mommies.

The assumptions that everyone is heterosexual, that

women have partners who are men, that a child has a

mommy and a daddy, that love occurs only between people

of the opposite sex, is eroding. It’s not disappearing, but it

is easing its hold on the general consciousness. The idea

that there are no exceptions to the rule that life and romantic

relationships occur between opposite sexes even has a

name: heterosexism.

Heterosexism is that belief or attitude that the world is

a heterosexual place. It is evidenced in the media, in

advertising, in assumptions made about relationships,

parentage, and a myriad of other implicit and explicit

undertakings of which we are barely conscious. It is the

erosion of heterosexism that has been the hallmark of the

advances made by the gay movement. This is evidenced in

the unofficial venues which have put gay men and women
in the media, moved the venerable New York Times to

include same-sex commitment ceremonies in their social

pages, and moved most of us to stop making assumptions

about what sex someone’s partner will he. It is also

evidenced in official arenas when protection against

discrimination is given on the basis of sexual orientation,

or jurisdictions permit legal couple arrangements as a

prelude to legal same-sex marriage, or hate crimes against

gays and lesbians have more severe penalties than the same

crime committed without a hateful motivation.

We of the transgender world often watch with envy as

the gay and lesbian universe becomes safer, more secure,

and more normalized. We fight for inclusion in human
rights legislation, for reasonable portrayal in the media, for

acceptance, and for the acknowledgement that we exist.

This fight has made some progress; it has not all been to no

avail, largely because we have many members of our

community who are willing to give their time, energy, and

resources for the betterment of all. But the fight is an uphill

one, because the idea that the world is neatly and cleanly

divided into two sexes and two genders is deeply

entrenched within our cultures. This entrenchment, this

assumption that there are two and only two genders and

that they match carefully with the only two sexes, I call

bigenderism. It is bigenderism that dictates there will

be only two boxes to tick off on a form: M and F. It is

bigenderism that makes it international news when an

Australian intersex can have a passport using a third

option. It is also bigenderism that makes the pervious

sentence, lacking as it does the word ‘man’ or ‘women’

sound awkward to most people.

Bigenderism is a plague that specifically punishes

gender-diverse people, but its negative effects go way
beyond that. Bigenderism is a cross many children have

to bear, and many don’t bear it easily. Living up to the

expectations of bigenderist ideals requires a great deal of

effort on the parts of young people who quake at the idea

of being labeled sissy if a boy or being ostracized if a girl.

Stress comes from parents who become alarmed at signs of

deviation from bigender norms and rush their little

children into the arms of a medical establishment

determined to support the bigenderist agenda. It is also this

attitude which pushes young people, especially young boys,

into the arms of homophobia as they fear being labeled fags

or fairies. At the grade school age there is great confusion

between gender role variation and sexual orientation. If a
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young boy does something “girly”

or feminine, it is his sexual orientation

that is attacked because the assump-

tion of bigenderism dictates that

any feminine male must be attracted

to males.

Bigenderism is also behind the

enormous hurdles required to change

one’s sex legally- It underlies the very

idea that one needs a legal sex at all.

Wiry? Do you need a legal religion? A
legal sexual orientation? No.

Just a legal sex. The pur-

pose of legal sex is

the organization

of society along

sexist, hetero-

sexist, and, of

course, bigen-

derist lines.

The careful

distinguishing

between males and

females enables society to

classify, control, and subjugate.

But, just as cracks are being made in

the monoliths of sexism and hetero-

sexism, so they must also begin to

appear in the bigenderist barricade.

We are, of course, working for this.

The organizations we support, the

conferences we attend, the marches

and campaigns that increase public

awareness, all serve to make people

think, to cause them to reflect on the

idea that maybe there are people who
don’t fall within the bigender model,

and that those people deserve to have

some space in the universe. Progress is

being made in the media, and the

existence of such films as “La Vie en

Rose” and “Boys Don’t Cry” is a real

advance over “Tootsie” and “To Wong
Foo,” though they too served an

important purpose. More municipalities

are slowly including gender diversity

under the human rights umbrella, and

many more personnel departments are

equipped to deal with sex and gender

change.

I doubt the world will soon close

down the bigenderist apparatus, and

certainly it won’t in my lifetime. But

certain positive signs, such as the

issuing of a passport without an M or

F designation, is an early sign that

education and activism do make
a difference. I’ve written before about

the phenomenon of desensitiza-

tion, wherein when people actually

know a transgender, the craziness of

the idea quickly diminishes. And that

means that when you go out, when
you meet people, when you write a let-

ter and acknowledge that we exist, you

are making a tiny chip in the

bigenderist barricade. When we all do

that, when we all can say, hey, I’m

gender diverse and I’m not a freak,

just different; when that happens, the

world will make room for us.

“6et6,

not a freak

.

//

Your feedback is

important to me.

I need to know
you’re out there.

Please drop a
line to

:

mlqqi@gllbertl.net.
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Ladies fashion watches sized to fit any wrist only $39

Ladies fashion bracelets sized to fit any wrist $35 to $49.

Ladies Necklaces sized to fit your body's proportions....

Call Marcia at 650-544-1110 for a confidential consultation to
tailor jewelry to suit your exact needs.

(XL)ent Jewelry is an out-and-proud tranny owned and operated enterprise in

San Francisco that proudly exhibits at Southern Comfort and California Dreaming.

visit our new website! www.xlentjewelry.com
Visa, MasterCard Accepted, Express Shipping Available
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What's in a name?
Some terms used in the Discussion of

Sex and Gender

by Milton Diamond, Ph.D.

L anguage is fluid. The use and

meaning of words change

constantly. In most cases, the new
is incorporated with the old, so

confusion is rare. The field of sexology,

however, seems to have a particularly

difficult time keeping up with all the

shifts in terminology and usage. This

is probably related to the multitudes of

words used in sexual contexts, the

double entendres that accompany
many words, and the symbolic and

socio-political nature of much that

accompanies language. But there is

obviously more to this. And if the

terminology is confusing for those

dealing with it daily, how much more

difficult is it for those who come upon

it only occasionally— for instance,

reporters, historians, and laypersons?

Since the late 1960s, the terms

associated with transgender conditions

have been repeatedly revised. Things

have far from settled down in this

regard. For some time now I have been

involved with the Gender Identity,

Research, and Education Society in

Britain, in an attempt to have the U.K.

government consider revision of its

laws dealing with transsexuals. In

some of the materials prepared in

early 2002, the terms transman and

transwoman were used to describe

those persons whose lives are at issue,

for instance, “That person was born a

male, but is now living as a transwoman.”

The motive was partly to remove

the designations gender identity disor-

der and gender identity dysphoria,

with which the term transsexual is

clinically associated. Before the terms

transman and transwoman were even

cold, however—by the end of 2002— it

had become common to separate the

prefix from the stem so trans man

and trans woman became the

preferred expressions.

In contrast, on a trip to the state of

Queensland, in Australia, also in

2002, the noun transgender was used

for those we in the U.S. know
as transsexuals. Individuals would say

of themselves things like, “He is a

transgender,” or “I am a female

transgender.” However, in everyday

conversation, they more often

referred to themselves as trannys.

This is how they are casually referred

to elsewhere in Australia, where the

term transsexual is still current and

the term transgender is used as a more

inclusive or general term.

The adoption in Queensland of the

term transgender for transsexual

happened because of the urging of

legislative supporters who thought

favorable legislation was more likely

to occur if the word “sex” and any

associated connotations were removed

from the condition.

On a broader scale, transgender is a

term that has been found useful for a

host of different sorts of people and

for many occasions. While the term

has become popular only over the last

ten years or so, it is much older than

that. Actually, the word has been in a

state of flux since being coined by

Virginia Prince in the late 1960s

(Denny, 2000). Prince, considered by

many the first modern
public transvestite, found

the term transgender useful

to describe individuals like

herself who had no difficulty

accepting that they were

heterosexual males who
wanted to live as women, at least

part-time. She also saw the term

extending to females who manifest

male characteristics. In Prince’s use,

the term transgender specifically

excluded transsexuals. For Prince,

individuals who exhibited transgender

behaviors didn’t want to change their

sex, but did want to change aspects of

their gender (Bullough, 1997). A
person’s sex was their biology, while

their gender was their public manifes-

tation of their sexual identity. Prince

describes herself as a transgenderist.

Since the 1970s, an extended host

of persons have accepted the designation

of transgender as their own. Many use

it as they eschew for themselves or

others any strict dichotomy in male

and female gender roles. In their own
lives, they mix characteristics that

are often considered both masculine

and feminine.

As do the transsexuals in

Queensland, many transsexuals else-

where see themselves as transgenders.

But, so, too, do intersexed and even

homosexual or bisexual persons, who

What’s in a name, that which we call a rose,

By any other name would smell as sweet.
-Shakespeare, Romeo and Juliet, ll.ii
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list themselves under this banner

when they think it beneficial. The

term seems broad enough to fit almost

anyone who simultaneously and

openly exhibits traits or characteristics

typical of both men and women.
The word transgender conveys an

impression that there is a continuum

of gender conditions or circumstances

that extend between the extremes of

masculine and feminine.

This broadening of usage, however,

hasn’t satisfied everyone, and even

disturbs some. The wide new use of

transgender seems to bother some
transsexuals in particular. They wish

to adhere to Prince’s original meaning

and restrict use of the term transgender so

it pointedly excludes transsexuals.

These “hard-core” transsexuals see

themselves as more than those who
meld masculinity and femininity.

They resent being lumped with those

who don’t have and don’t want

surgery. They see the distinction as

crucial, so the world will see that for

“true transsexuals,” there is little

choice in the life course they take.

These transsexuals insist, and want

the world to know, that surgery for

them is not a choice, but a compulsion.

Transsexuals, unlike transgendered

persons, they claim, truly want to

change their sex, and to

this end remove as many
vestiges of their natal sex

as possible. Surgery, with

castration and hormone
treatment, is part of the

life plan for transsexuals,

but not necessarily so for

those labeled transgendered.

There are those who
take this distinction even

further. Many transsexuals

see themselves and label

others as either pre-op or

post-op, depending upon
whether or not they have

completed genital surgery

(been operated upon).

There may be a bit of an

in-group social or political

one-upmanship in this,

where being post-op brings more
status among the group than being

pre-op or even non-op (individuals

who identify as transsexual but don’t

aspire to surgery). A subset of trans-

sexuals go beyond, and instead of

using commonly-accepted designa-

tions such as MTF (male-to-female) or

FTM (female-to-male), use acronyms

such as WBM (woman born male) or

MBF (man born female) or MBT and

WBT (man or woman born transsexu-

al). These designations are supposed

to more directly infer that theirs is a

natural condition in which the man or

woman in question was “born in the

wrong skin.” There is yet no consis-

tency in such usage, and discussion,

often heated, about such wording con-

tinues. Lastly in this regard, it should

be mentioned that some transsexuals

see themselves as displaying Benjamin’s

Syndrome. As others identify with a

condition named after the individual

who First clinically described it and is

best associated with it—for instance,

those with Klinefelter’s Syndrome,

who have a XXY chromosome set, or

Turner’s Syndrome, if they have an

XO set—this label for transsexual

credits Harry Benjamin. Benjamin

was the physician who first published

seriously and compassionately about

the condition (Benjamin, 1956, 1966).

Recently in the United Kingdom,

the term 3rd G, as in “TS, TV, LGB
and 3rd G” has appeared to represent

the transgender population or those

intersexed individuals who prefer not

to be identified as either man or

woman. It’s as if in contrast to the gen-

ders man and woman, they’re part of a

third gender. In the United States, the

term TGV is becoming popular in

some quarters. The letters represent

TransGender Variant. It remains to

be seen whether 3rd G and TGV
become prevalent.

The term transvestite has also

undergone a long and varied history.

First coined by Magnus Hirschfeld in

1910, this word referred to individuals,

usually men, who sought and received

erotic pleasure by wearing women’s

clothes. Although Hirschfeld used the

term for any individual who might

engage in heterosexual as well as

homosexual or bisexual behavior, he

also described individuals who
crossdressed solely for autoerotic

pleasure. Currently, many who
crossdress dismiss the allegation that

their dressing is related to autoeroticism

and contend that their dressing is to

satisfy an internally motivated feature

of their personality not otherwise

expressed nor fully understood.

In the general press and in every-

day speech, the term transvestite is

often applied to any male who dresses

in clothes typically worn by women;
less often used is the term crossdress-

er. Among the majority of sexologists,

however, the term transvestite usually

refers only to men who crossdress and

are heterosexual in orientation.

Certainly females, too, can

crossdress, but the term

transvestite is rarely applied to

them, since they are allowed

much more leeway in their

choice of clothing. They are

more often described as man-

nish. The term crossdresser can

be applied to anyone who wears

clothing associated with the

opposite sex.

Laypersons often mistakenly

attribute erotic characteristics to

those males they see as dressing

in the clothes associated with

women and to those females

they see as dressing in the

clothes associated with men.

Such individuals are almost

invariably thought to be homo-

sexual. However, clothing and

other characteristics of gender are

only tangentially related to eroticism

and orientation to a partner. Although

they can certainly serve to attract or

repel and identify one’s erotic desires,

detail of photograph by Mariette Pathy Allen
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clothes are more typically used to

identify with a group, class, or faction.

In a minority of cases, crossdressing

can be part of a theatrical ploy. It can

also be used for other, more mundane,

matters, like adjusting to climate and

finances or just plain personal comfort or

disposition. In relation to sexuality,

however, the common error is that

one's manner of dress is taken to signal

sexual orientation (preference for male

or female partners).

For those best described as drag

queens, this assumption is valid. Drag

queens are males who prefer sexual

relations with other males. They see

their woman’s costume as both

reflecting their own disposition and

serving to make them attractive to

other males. In a similar vein, drag

kings are females who dress in typical

men’s clothing to manifest their

identity7 as mannish and to appeal to

other females.

Not everyone who crossdresses,

however, is homosexually oriented.

As with transvestites, one’s sexual

orientation is separate front dressing.

This is also true for post-op transsexuals;

some MTF and FTM transsexuals

desire sexual relations with females,

others with males, and yet others with

either, or both. The old saw holds:

You can’t tell a book by its cover.

While discussing sexual orientation,

it’s appropriate to mention that the

term gay isn’t always appropriate for

someone who enjoys sex with a

person of the same sex. The term has

a long history. In addition to giving

the common meanings such as joyous

and merry, Webster’s Unabridged

International Dictionary (Gove, 1971)

lists as an older meaning, “Given to

social pleasures; inclined to the dissi-

pations of society: licentious, loose.”

When applied to a woman, the term

implied that she led an immoral life,

usually as a prostitute. The Oxford

English Dictionary (Simpson, 1989)

indicates that such usage was

common in England in the 1600s, and

Fanati (1998) claims it was so used in

12th century France.

In any case, by the 1920s the term

gay was being used in the U.S., and by

the 1940s, had solidified as a code

word referring to homosexuals. After

World War II, however, the meaning

of the word had changed so it openly

became a euphemism for homosexual,

used both in and out of the community

itself (Adams, 2002; Chauncey, 1994).

Interestingly, while the term had

referred to both males and females, in

the 1960 and 1970s, as feminism

emerged, homosexually-oriented

women wanted to have their own
identity. They promoted themselves

as lesbians and urged the distinction

be clear. This movement slackened

with the advent of HIV/AIDS, when
many lesbians wanted to show their

care and concern for their male com-

patriots and association with them.

Depending upon the locale, the term

gay currently can be used for both

males and females.

Lastly, it is to be noted that many
males who routinely have sex with

men don’t consider themselves gay,

since the term implies an association

with a lifestyle or group they don’t

accept. To this end, many agencies,

for instance, those dealing with

HIV/AIDS, use the designation MSM
(males having sex with males).

The term dyke has a less well-

established past. It seemed to have

first attracted scholarly attention

during the early 20th century and

might have come from the term dike,

which referred to a male in full dress

(Roberts, 1979). This usage seems to

have been transferred to women who
preferred male garb. Another explanation

is that the term came from the

American South, where strong Black

women who worked on plantation

watercourses were called dikes

(Panati, 1998). A third hypothesis,

proposed by Judy Grahn (1990), is

that the term literally means balance,

the path, and is the name for the

goddess Dike of Greece, who could

foster balance and peace or was a

warrior/avenger against those who
broke old traditions. Some women
currently embrace the term, while

others avoid it.

Parenthetically, since at least 1980

or so (Diamond & Karlen, 1980), I

have advocated that the terms

homosexual, heterosexual, and

bisexual refer to acts rather than

people. Individuals are better seen

as androphilic (male-lovi ng)
, gynecoph i 1 i c

(female-loving), or ambiphilic (both-

loving). The use of such terms elimi-

nates the need to define specifically

the sex or gender of the person

referred to and focuses solely on the

sex of the desired partner. This usage

is particularly useful when discussing

transsexuals or intersexuals, since the

sex or gender of the individual in

question is then immaterial.

For reasons still to be understood,

while all the groups mentioned fall

under the banner of sexual minorities,

they don’t always work and play well

together. Indeed, political squabbles

often keep the groups apart. One
group might think association with

another group brings with it negative

consequences or a form of subjugation.

Another group might feel it’s losing

its individuality and group adhesion

or identity. My general feeling is that

for the average layperson, little

distinction is made among the sexual

minorities mentioned. I similarly

think that advantaging any one group

betters them all, and disparaging any

group harms them all. I believe it best

to recognize the goals each faction is

trying to achieve and work to resolve

disputes. Then, the groups should

work together to attain these aims.

A last word: As I write this, I

learned the Australian state of

Queensland has passed the most liber-

al and transsexual-positive law in

Australian history. It’s now illegal to

discriminate in any way against a

person because of transgender dress

or behaviors. Perhaps using the tag of

transgender for trannys has paid off.

Or perhaps it made no difference in

the legislative halls. We’ll never know.

How do you identify yourself, and

why? Does it matter to you how your

behavior is categorized? Do you prefer

association with any of the groups

mentioned? Are there any with which

you prefer separation? Your answers

may indicate more about yourself

than you can imagine.
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Comments regarding this article would he appreciated.

Please address them to Milton Diamond, Ph.D.,

University of Hawaii, JABSOM, 1951 East-West Road,

Honolulu, Hawaii 96822 USA
Email: diamond@hawa i i. ed

u
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Petroleum
Wherefore weave with toil and care by Julian Semilian
The rich robes your tyrants wear

-Shelley

The composer bows to the surging applause and

introduces his new composition, a cross pollination ofTennessee

tunes and Renaissance dances. He is popular both with the

upscale downtown classical crowd and the southern faction of

the teenage industrial sjoths dabbling in medieval made and

sexual aberration rooted in Giordanno Bruno’s art of mnemonic
crowd manipulation. I make a mental note to pay attention to

the two different strains, Tennesseean and Renaissance, and the

precise mid-point of the cross-fade, from one to the other,

cowboys in tights, knights in cowboy boots

The viola de gamba scrapes across the floor like my
high school history teacher behind the barbed wire curtain, in

the pre velvet revolution era when she scraped her long finger-

nails on the blackboard to make us shut up and listen. Her real

name flaps helplessly in mnemosynes web, a

butterfly slave to its sticky tar, but her

nickname flutters to the surface like

bat wings. Comrade Rump! She

had red curls and if you

touched them they’d feel like

copper sponges. Her rump
was round and tight, a

pre-crumb madonna
rump, she was proba-

bly twenty seven then

but shes still older

than me now. Her

thighs were thick,

and her

Glittery

cowboy calves,

which captured

me the most, so

much so her shiny

emerald stiletto

pumps perished

into the peripheral.

When she revolved

on heel to flash the

might)' scintillating

calves and chalk 1492-

1 548 on the same

blackboard she clawed

the instant earlier, her

seams slashed us, suppli-

cants, like sabers across the

classroom, while the bristle on

the calves shot out through the fabric

like backlit orange barbed wire: under the

microscope, forced by Comrade Rump to peer

through when unmasked yearningly spying on the entrancing

translucency of the mioritic mound behind her knees, this fabric,

a vertical versus horizontal weave of braided electrical cables:

there was the mound we longed to lounge on halved by the

severe motherness of the sabery seam but the bars’ barbed wire

braided us beyond all reach o Monte Christo: the microcosm,

she thrashed chastely, is no different than

the macrocosm

Enlarged from 5 %" x 2 V" exquisite oval

miniature to be presented as amorous gift to lady love to wall size

poster on socialist newsprint paper, “The Young Man Among
Roses’’ rendered by Nicholas Hilliard, 1547-1619, was an enemy
of the people swooning with hand to heart in w'hite silk tights.

Her crimson nail glided up his slender calves, then thighs—if he

too were able to revolve in place our eyes would have feasted on

his tamer but no less enticing seams as w'ell—tapped twice on his

crotch to craw'l up to weak chin then suddenly shoot out like the

vulture beak of class consciousness into his beady and wistful

eyes: weak and effeminate, while the w'orking classes clad in dirt)'

burlap trousers w'hich sagged at the knee, went about barefoot,

carelessly stubbing toes, had strong w'ell—defined chins, w'ith

clefts, powerful square jaws and large clear eyes on their soot

stained sallow faces burning with yearning for revenge

and revolution. Yes it is true, Comrade Rump’s

fingernails burned crimson with capitalist

decadence, but it was only a gambit, torpedoes at

the ready camouflaged as glamour fingers ever

to spurt death and destruction upon the silk

hosed classes—and the framed Marx, Lenin

and Stalin could do nothing but beam

ecstatically at the seams: she would

mercilessly scout out the enemy of the

people, gaze burning through whatever

satin sheets he might lounge under;

even in snake pit should he conceal his

lacy effeminacy, she would tractor him

out by his trembling tights, put him to

flight, outmaneuver, overpower,

subdue, subjugate and vanquish him,

punish him mercilessly and

continuously, hoist him and string him

up with barbed wire at dawn from the

highest telegraph pole as case history on

display. No doubt the barbed wire

would cause his hose to run, seams to

bust, silk to shred, making a very bad

impression on the jubilating party girls

exerting themselves by day in sunny

sweatshops for the sake of the sullied

proletariat pausing to view and jeer on

their way home to centrally heated hot water

block apartments.

How their merry laughter splattered like

baby blue water upon the cobblestone sidewalk! How
their blood red stiletto heels clickety clacked to the beat of

nationally fabricated seamed nylon, fierce fabric of a

surging eastern European industrial nation, undefeatable pride

of the modern toiling woman!

How their voices rang out in jubilant singing, their

socialist seams long shadows dancing on the cobblestone to the

beat of the oxcarts manned by dreamy rustics skillfully wielding

whips on the back of their beasts from produce market to the

rosy gloaming of their hillock villages so sung by the poets.
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How we loved you Comrade Rump! How you grilled

us with your copper wires when we lied! How they glittered like

penalizing mirrors to better contemplate the likeness of our

guilty decadence in! The tar tugging at our hearts now is our

guilty love for the quicksand of your elephant thighs, your

seams, Comrade Rump! We were your young men among roses

and your copper wires of yore tore at the tights we wore for you.

How we admired how you denied your silk desires! There is tar

now on our tights and the Tyrannosaurus Rex of yore now
turned to tar, fossil fuel to fabricate the delicate copper wire

fibers of your stockings, elephant and dinosaur tightly about

each other in harmonic ecstasy, oh industry! employing the

“Internationale” intoning petroleum toiling proletariat engaged

in the service of our yearning for you! elephant and dinosaur

lying side by side, and the translation of my memories now
sprouting microsoftly on petroleum products—slithering

seams across the half century to repay, so many chastisements,

with chastity.

Viola de gamba, composer, now bow to the

surging applause and I could slap myself for I missed the

promised cross-fade, from Tennesseean to Renaissance.

Julian Semilian is a poet, translator, novelist and

filmmaker. He was born in Romania. At present, he teaches

film editing at the North Carolina School ofthe Arts, School of

Filmmaking, afier a twenty-four-year career as a film editor in

Hollyivood, where he has worked on more than 50 movies

and TV shows.
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First Event and My Emergence as Sylvia

by Sylvia Jane Wojcik

y a/)ooe a//: fo f/t/ne oio/t -sc// Ac fruc . .

.

- Shakespeare's Hamlet, I, iii

We each arrive at self-awareness in our own way and in

our own time. We can’t always pin down why some of us

bloom more quickly than others. Guilt, self-denial, fear,

misunderstanding, and more play into it, until something

happens that gives us the courage to break out and go for

it. I guess what’s most important is that we eventually do

emerge rather than stay confined in that dark closet,

'faking a long time to come out is mere inconvenience

compared to the real tragedy of living an entire life without

ever having known fulfillment.

The year between First Event 2001 and 2002 defined

my emergence as Sylvia. I’d like to tell you briefly about

it, to remember and share. Perhaps you’ll recognize some

of your own experiences in mine and relive that

magic moment when you unconditionally accepted

yourself as the person you finally realized you had always

been within.

I’m in my early fifties, I had always dressed in secret; I

had never been out socially. 1 thought dressing in private

would be sufficient and that I would take my secret to the

grave without causing embarrassment or distress to

anyone. And for the longest time, with a growing family,

home, and career to attend to, this seemed to work. But

over the last several years, anxiety, born of frustration, had
been building.

Maybe it was the recognition of my mortality brought

on by the kids moving out and retirement in sight. Maybe
it was simple weariness from going against the flow of

natural impulses for so many years. Maybe it was
something more. But two years ago this August, I knew I

had to do something to come to terms with the situation.

With pounding heart, cotton mouth, and trembling voice, 1

finally confessed my desires to my wife of thirty years.

Learning from Tapestry that First Event, the Tiffany

Club’s annual four-day transgender conference, would

soon be held in nearby Woburn, Massachusetts, 1 thought

it would be helpful to attend for a single day to test the

waters of my feelings. Was crossdressing all I was about, or

were my needs deeper and more profound? Would I be

shocked and appalled, or would I feel a closeness and

affinity to what I observed and experienced? After all, my
entire transgender experience had been confined to books

and magazines and viewing a few television interviews and

an occasional movie. Having never been out, I had not met

another person like me. Would my would-be sisters

embrace or reject me—especially as I had decided, being so

unsure of and not wanting to attract attention to myself, to

attend in boy mode?

Several times-—driving to the conference and especially

in the hotel elevator— I almost turned back. But whenever

I would falter, it seemed as if a force greater than my fears

and inhibitions impelled me. At a level beyond conscious

control, I must have realized I had to see, had to at last

learn the truth about myself.

To this day, I don’t know how in the world I

ever thought being one of the few in male attire at a

transgender conference would keep me from being noticed.

I’m sure I stood out like a sore thumb. Perhaps, when
confronted with uncertainty of feelings and fear of the

unknown, we tend to hide in the shells we know rather

than those we don’t—however uncomfortable they may be.

I’m sure I blush whenever I think back in embarrassment

on my state of mind and level of apprehension.

I needn’t have worried, so warmly received was I by one

and all—who, of course, knew exactly what I was feeling

because they had been in my situation at one time or

another. The very first person I talked to after registering

was none other than the inimitable Christine Hochberg,

perhaps our community’s most well-known—however

outrageous of costume—ambassadress of goodwill. She

must have noticed my discomfort, for she reached out to

me in my confusion. I haltingly told her my situation; her

heartfelt understanding, spiced with a seemingly

neverending supply of funny stories and anecdotes (she

seems to know everything about everyone), immediately

helped me relax. Though her admittedly ever-exaggerated

appearance is seen as reinforcement of the stereotypical

image of the crossdresser as fetishist and is therefore
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criticized by some as denigrating to our

community, she has a heart of gold and

should be treasured for the benevo-

lence and goodwill she brings to every

event she attends.

Especially fortuitous was meeting

the Connecticut Outreach Society’s

own Andrea and Wendy at one of the

morning sessions. I tagged along after-

wards for lunch. Wendy was particu-

larly helpful. Her rare ability to take

the subject and not herself seriously

by way of a wry sense of humor and

infectious laugh managed to make a

still-nervous girl extremely at ease. It

was from Andrea and Wendy that I

learned of COS.

Everything went so well—meeting

sympathetic and knowledgeable

people, attending interesting sessions

and workshops, taking in the ven-

dors—that I found it difficult to leave

that evening.

I’ve never been one to do anything

in haste. Continuing self-doubts saw

me wait until July before I finally

mustered the courage to visit gender

therapist Diane Ellaborn about trying

to define what “flavor” of transgender

I was and what to do about it. Why
did it take so long? I guess I felt that as

long as I didn’t see anyone about my
“problem,” I could deny it was really

serious or that I actually had one in

the first place. Just innocent cross-

dressing and maybe a tad more

—

what’s the harm with that if I keep it

to myself? But the call of the Goddess

(of Perfect Womanhood, as 1 fanci-

fully like to think of it during my laps-

es into Platonic reverie), together

with an awareness of new possibilities

for self-expression brought on by a

great First Event experience, made it

impossible to deny my feelings.

As the summer wore on, I wanted

additional confirmation of my feelings.

I remembered Wendy urging me to

give COS a try. I e-mailed her,

announcing my intention to attend a

meeting. She made the arrangements

with club officers Audrey and Judith,

and I attended the season’s inaugural

meeting on September 8th.

I was nervous in the weeks before

the meeting. Would I look OK? What
would I wear? And most important,

how would I feel? I hadn’t much

experience being dressed from head to

toe, and had only recently bought my
first wig. So many uncertainties! But

it turned out to be a wonderful expe-

rience. Being dressed and out felt

completely natural, as if I had been

going out all my life, and the women
at COS welcomed me with open arms

and made me feel right at home, as if I

had always been a part of the group.

The positive experience with COS,

linked with happy memories of First

Event 2001. encouraged me to sign up

for First Event 2002. Anticipation of

this involved many happy hours shop-

ping to outfit a new girl who had little

to wear. By the time of First Event

2002, I had all the basics and was

ready to attend the entire event as

Sylvia Jane.

Of course, there’s nothing like

your first time out—just as with your

first kiss, and even more like meeting

that special someone in your life—

a

defining event never to be forgotten. I

have so many special memories!

A great way to start the weekend

was dinner and warm discussion the

first night with some of the COS
members and Jim Bridges (of

makeover fame) at a Chinese restau-

rant. Leaving the sanctuary of the

conference hotel and going out into

the real world was immensely satisfy-

ing and empowering. It was delightful

to be treated like a lady by the wait

staff and I felt my confidence as Sylvia

grow. Meeting Jim was wonderful as

well. For all his fame, he is absolutely

one of tbe most charmingly down-to-

earth people you will ever meet, always

willing to listen and help.

The sessions dealing with various

transgender issues were as valuable as

they were moving. In the session

titled “Coming Out to Family and

Children,” I was struck by the

poignant discussion between a girl of

high school age and her father regard-

ing their experiences over his recent

transition to womanhood. There were

tears and laughter. I came away feel-

ing I, too, had hope of a positive com-

ing-out experience, as long as it was
conducted in an atmosphere of hon-

esty, caring, and love. This was most

encouraging as I thought of difficul-

ties my wife, family, and friends were

experiencing in coping with my cross-

dressing and accepting me as Sylvia.

The ever-present vendors, offering

a myriad of items and services, from

clothing to makeovers to transgender

photo IDs, added a sense of county fair

bustle and excitement to the already fes-

tive atmosphere. 1 managed to avoid

impulse buying (I consider the new
wig I bought from Jim Bridges an

investment rather than a frill), but did

purchase a floral rose-and-gold pin

that will always be a reminder of that

wonderful time.

I mustn’t fail to mention pictures.

Almost everyone has sufficient vanity

to love having their picture taken, and

crossdressers, who by nature are more

concerned with their appearance than

most, are never shy before a camera.

Even so, I was amazed at the enor-

mous number of pictures being taken

everywhere and at all times of the day

and evening. Most of the COS contin-

gent got together for a group shot that

soon afterwards found its way into

our newsletter.

The fashion show came along on

Friday night, and the banquet the

evening following—both, by the way,

featuring great food. It was thrilling to

see so many women modeling outfits

ranging in suitability from the board

room to the bedroom. The Saturday

night banquet was notable for a series

of wonderful speakers. These included

Jennifer Levi, the passionate lawyer

defending many a transgender cause,

and the comedic Britt Brittaen of the

Tiffany Club, who, tongue-in-cheek,

revealed the “secret” trans history of

Massachusetts. She was every bit as

funny as Jay Leno.

Several awards were presented at

the banquet. It was particularly heart-

warming to see Merissa Sherrill Lynn,

founder of the Tiffany Club and

IFGE, honored with a special lifetime

achievement award. Few are more

deserving. Her acceptance speech was

vigorous, yet gracious.

My most spectacrdar experience

was the bar on Saturday night after

the banquet. It was reminiscent of the

bar scene in “Star Wars,” if Han Solo

and diverse characters from different

worlds had, despite their obvious

differences in appearance and appetite,
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all gotten along. We, the transgen-

dcred of various flavors, were the

most numerous, but there were also a

good many lesbians, straights—some

local patrons, some not—and even a

few trailny chasers and the domina-

nt x Ava, w ho was seen at the COS
Halloween meeting last year, spicing'

up the mix. Everyone seemed to

be having a great time together

—

unlikely pairs, threesomes, and even

larger groups danced to the throbbing

disco music under colorful lights.

Others got to know' one another over

a drink or two or three, and some just

sat back and enjoyed the scene.

As a backdrop, several large-screen

TVs showed the Patriot’s playoff game

in a raging snowstorm in Foxboro

Stadium. Everyone, of whatever gen-

der persuasion, seemed unified by the

game and cheered as one for the home
team. The incongruity of the manly

game of football being followed with

such interest by the predominantly

crossdressed crowd w'as not lost on

many, I suspect.

You wouldn’t expect that some-

thing so evidently surreal could seem

so normal, but it all somehow worked.

In that rarefied atmosphere, it seemed

as if the live-and-let-live utopia envi-

sioned in John Lennon’s “Imagine”

had been realized, if only for a few

fleeting hours, in the bar at the

Woburn Crowne Royal on that special

night. Would that there was some

way, I thought, to cause that harmo-

nious spirit to take root and flourish

everywhere. How much better the

world would be!

Somehow, amidst all that was
going on, I was able to have quite a

serious discussion with a woman
named Carol about my hopes and

fears about crossdressing and beyond.

She was among those I had met at our

banquet table earlier in the evening

and, I later discovered, was a celebrity

of sorts, having had her photo includ-

ed in Transformations, Mariette Pathy

Allen’s wonderful illustrated study of

crossdressers. Carol was sympathetic

to the confusions of a new girl and

offered good advice, particularly

regarding the need to go slowly in

acclimating spouses to our crossdress-

ing needs. In the euphoria of self-

discovery, we often go too fast and

risk driving away those most close to us.

We ended up being the last two to

leave the bar when it closed at the

seemingly far-too-early hour of 1:00

AM. Carol and I found our way up to

Wendy’s room, where the party con-

tinued. About four or five more women
eventually wandered in. We kicked off

our shoes and had the best time laugh-

ing and chit-chatting about this and

that. I felt soooo absolutely close to

everyone. The contrast between such

a safe and accepting female environ-

ment and the reserved always-on-

your-guard posture of a typical male

gathering was palpable. I began to

have an inkling of how much I had

missed not having had a nurturing

girlhood filled with sleepovers, shop-

ping trips to the mall, and the like.

I finally bailed out around 2:00,

weary from a long day, but more

happy and content than I remember

being in a long time.

As I made my way back to my
room in stockinged feet, I was struck

by how much at peace I finally felt

with myself while being able to live as

a woman for four days: to dress, sit,

gesture, think, and simply be the way
I had always dreamed. I particularly

remember how ethereal it had felt to

lie in bed the night before, after the

fashion show, having changed into my
new nightie, but still made-up and

coiffed, acutely aware of my feeings

—

no doubt abetted by the almost spiri-

tual atmosphere of scented candle

and flickering light, with Enya haunt-

ingly playing in the background.

Only those who have known what

it feels like to be repressed can under-

stand what a liberating experience it

is to finally be able to act the way you

feel inside. It’s at once exhilarating

and calming to finally be one with

yourself: body and actions matching

your heart and mind. It was then

Sylvia truly came to be. Previously,

there were doubts; now there was

only quiet confidence and the inner

joy of knowing who I really was.

So much had happened in so short

a time, I realized, as my thoughts

drifted back to last year’s I-’irst Event,

when an uncertain Sylvia had taken

her first steps towards emergence.

What a difference a year can make!

Sunday was getaway day. It was sad

at breakfast to see so many beautiful

women of the night before reverted to

ugly duckling male identities in prepa-

ration for the trek home and reentry

into the real world as husbands and

fathers. It’s really hard to let go. I

found the ordinarily long ride home a

comforting decompression period—

a

chance to think about all that had

happened, to see the events of the

weekend in perspective, and to con-

sider what I might have learned.

What did I learn? First and foremost,

four days of living en femme helped

me realize I was more than a cross-

dresser—so natural did everything

feel. It wasn’t as if I was becoming

someone new as much as rediscover-

ing in a deja vu-sort-of-way the per-

son I had always been but hadn’t

consciously recognized. Despite hav-

ing had zero experience living as a

girl, four days as Sylvia felt strangely

and pleasantly familiar—from the

mundane tug of the purse on my shoul-

der to the emotional freedom to touch

an arm or give a hug without a second

thought. Yes, Sylvia was really real, an

integral part of my core identity and

not about the satisfaction of sensa-

tional urges stereotypically associated

with those of our community appear-

ing on daytime talk shows. I felt as if

a heavy yoke had been lifted from my
shoulders. To at last know—really

know—who and what I was came as a

relief after so many, many years of

self-doubt.

Future difficulties there will be,

but now that I’m no longer at war

with myself, I can focus my energies

on dealing with them as just another

of life’s many problems to be solved.

I also realized how many of us

have essentially the same story to tell

about the awakening of our other side.

We are not as different and unusual as

our social isolation makes us think we
are. For one thing, it’s amazing how
utterly normal crossdressing can seem

after being immersed in an accepting

environment for even a brief amount

of time. It makes one wonder if con-

ventional definitions of “normal” are

far too narrow.

I gained a new appreciation of the

importance of tolerating difference in

others and not condemning seemingly

unusual behavior without fully under-

standing it. How true the sentiment

on a greeting card I often use as a



bookmark! It reads, “Those who hear

not the music think the dancer’s mad.”

I was also struck by the enormous

outflow of benevolence shown by

everyone—and I really do mean
everyone—in the community toward

those in need of emotional support.

It never ceases to amaze me how easy

it is for members of our community to

share their most intimate thoughts

with perfect strangers. Many people

I met for the very first time—and not

just Carol—seemed as if they had

been lifelong friends. In particular,

I was gratified that I was able to

befriend a newcomer named Joanne

during her first time out—just as

I was helped last year by Wendy
and Andrea.

Joanne and I met at the Friday

morning “Transgender Road Map”
session, which dealt with transgender

continuum identification and strategy

issues. I had arrived late. Joanne
smiled from afar and graciously ges-

tured for me to take the seat next to

her, one of the few remaining in the

room. We found ourselves nodding in

agreement to many of the issues dis-

cussed and sensed we had much in

common. We introduced ourselves to

one another after the session and

went to lunch with Jackie, another

friend from COS. We brought one

another up-to-date with our respec-

tive situations. It was a wonderful

feeling to return the love and under-

standing I had been given by so many.

Joanne has since become one of my
closest girlfriends. We share the tra-

vails and joys on our separate but

similar gender journeys. I’m not a reli-

gious person, but it’s not hard to

understand how easy it is to conclude

there must be a higher force out

there working to bring like souls in

need together.

I also realized the importance of

being true to oneself. Our first obliga-

tion is to ourselves, despite the dis-

comfort we may bring to others and

the risk of loss of friends and loved

ones. This can he painful and diffi-

cult. A kaleidoscope of memories
results in an almost unbearable sense

of guilt and personal loss. The look of

betrayal and disappointment in the

tearful eyes of a wife who invested

all her trust in you, the plaintive,

devastated look of a son who always

wanted to be just like Dad, are things

we can never fully escape—especially

in those wee hours of the morning

when our psyches are most vulnera-

ble. This, I think, is one reason why it

often takes us so long to decide what

to do. In the end, we have no choice

but to be true to our inner spirit—it’s

the only way we can ever find the

peace and fulfillment upon which

intrinsic human happiness depends.

Just as the year spanning First

Event 2001 and 2002 has made a dif-

ference in my life, future years may
bring' additional change. I don’t know
where I go from here. Will I remain a

crossdresser, live as transgendered, or

ultimately feel the need to fully tran-

sition? Only time will tell. Whatever

decision I make will be the right one,

though, because I have been at last

honest with myself and I accept the

girl I now realize I’ve always been

inside. I’m strong enough to do what-

ever it takes to set her free.

Congratulations to Sylvia on negoti-

ating her way through a mine field.

Coming out—whether it is about

gender identity and expression or sexual

orientation, or something else entirely—
is a frightening and exhilarating expe-

rience. Sylvia seems to be doingjustfine,

moving cautiously through the maze of

self-discovery.

Your editor would like to point out

that being true to oneself is an internal

process; it may or may not lead to exter-

nal changes. It’s not the same as allow-

ing yourself to crossdress or deciding to

transition— it’s about accepting who

you are. Once that is accomplished,

whatever follows follows. We can make
our decisions taking into account our

loved ones (to whom we have obligations

as important as our obligations to our-

selves), ourjobs, our position in the com-

munity. I’ve known many transsexuals

who, out of love for their families, have

not transitioned. That doesn’t, to my
mind, mean they’re less transsexual

than those who do transition, just that

they choose not to risk their relation-

ships with others. Similarly, I’ve known

many nontranssexual transgendered

people who limit their crossdressing

activities or body modifications for the

same reasons. Our editorial hat is off to

those, like Sylvia, who proceed with cau-

tion and who balance their own needs

with the needs of their families.

Plane Ellaftom LICSW
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After more than three decades of

governmental hostility towards British

transsexuals, there's good news.

Recent decisions by the European

Court of Human Rights have forced

the U.K. government to grant certain

rights to transsexuals. The battle is far

from over, but things are at long last

looking up. This is primarly due to

the efforts of the pressure group

(i.e., lobbying organization) Press for

Change, of which Stephen Whittle is

a principal. —Ed.

Why My Daughters

Can at Last be

Our Bridesmaids
by Stephen Whittle

The decision of the European

Court of Human Rights in the “trans-

sexual” case of Goodwin & I versus

the U.K. government is not before

time. It has been 33 years since L.J.

Ormrod, in Corbett v Corbett (1970),

effectively took away the mechanisms

that existed for transsexual people in

the United Kingdom to have their

birth certificates amended to reflect

their new gender, and which, for all

practical effect, enabled them to

marry. When Ormrod decided that

transsexual woman April Ashley’s

marriage was void, his ruling

condemned transsexual people to be

always of the sex that had been written

down on their birth certificates. This

was to sentence them to a life of

secrets, constant fear, and an embar-

rassing position in law that left them

unable to safeguard their partners and

families financially and socially.

The decision in Goodwin marks

the end of a long battle to reverse

Onnrod’s decision. Transsexual man
Mark Rees made the first application

to the ECHR in 1979. Mark’s case was

to be the first of five to be brought by

transsexual people over the last 23

years. At the time, Rees said, “There

are others waiting in the wings. ..they

will carry on the fight”—as indeed

they have done. The ECHR cases have

been accompanied by a series of legal

applications made here in Britain and

the European Court of Justice.

Although far more cases have been

lost by transsexual people than won,

the wins have been significant, ensur-

ing job protection (P v S and Cornwall

County Council [ECJ 1996]) and

access to gender reassignment

treatment on the National Health

Service (A, D, & G v NW Lancashire

Area Health Authority, [CA, 1999]).

The Goodwin & I decision at the

ECHR will make a significant differ-

ence in the daily lives of transsexual

people. Transsexual people can now
rely on the principle that they are

afforded privacy rights under the

convention, and if those rights are

compromised, for example, if they

apply for a job or a student loan where

their birth certificate has to be shown,

they can bring a claim under the

Human Rights Act and claim damages.

Similarly, they can now get married

and argue that they have not committed

perjury by declaring themselves to be

of their new gender. The marriages

may still be open to question as to

their validity, but if a couple separate

and seek a divorce or if a pension

company refuses to pass on benefits

on death on the basis that the

marriage is void, then the transsexual

person and partner can rely on the

Goodwin decision. Older transsexual

women facing retirement should now
be able to claim their state pension. In

fact, the Inland Revenue have recently

used their discretionary powers to

award pension rights at 60 to a trans-

sexual woman who was born in New
Zealand, as she had been able to

change her birth certificate to reflect

her new gender. Several transsexual

women who were forced to give up
work at the age of 60 or face disclosure

of their past, yet who received only

social security benefits rather than a

pension, could also now make a claim

for the lost income and hurt they

suffered. In families like ours, whei'e a

transsexual man has been refused

permission to register as the father of

their partner’s children by donor

insemination, the couple could now
marry and jointly adopt the children.

Those starting families in the future

should be able to register as the father

of the child.

The decision in Goodwin is not,

however, the culmination of the

campaign—though it could be said to

be the beginning of the end. The
bureaucratic mess will continue until

the law is clarified to ensure that

transsexual people in the U.K. can

have their birth certificates amended

to reflect a change of sex, and that the

change is valid for all legal purposes.

Without that, the courts may not

regard a new birth certificate as final,

leaving the sex of transsexual people

open to further challenge. This has

already happened in the U.S., where

some transsexual people have found

new birth certificates were not recog-

nised in court. This should not be too

difficult in the U.K., though. The
transsexual lobby group Press for

Change has drawn up detailed propos-

als for legislation, which would draw

on the best aspects of legislation from

other countries. The ECHR’s decision

means that it is now time for the

government to make a clear commitment

to legislate for change. The government’s

Interdepartmental Working Group on

transsexual people would do well to

make sure they use the transsexual

community’s expertise, ensuring that

the sort of half-cocked legal mess that
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exists in the U.S. is not re-created in

the U.K.

Transsexual people in the U.K.

have proven themselves to be capable

of great staying power, personal

bravery, and organisation in this fight.

In the last 10 years, they have created

a climate in which legal change in

these areas was bound to come. In the

meantime, as a transsexual man in an

unmarried, yet very successful rela-

tionship of 24 years, I have to debate

whether to risk it all by getting mar-

ried to her. Perhaps marriage would

lead to an early divorce. Yet, it would

provide pension benefits to my part-

ner, and it would provide security to

our children. Maybe, in order not to

tempt fate, we should just sneak off to

the registry office with a couple of

strangers from the street. But I think

our three daughters would kill us; they

are desperate to be bridesmaids.

Stephen can be reached bp e-mail at

s.t.whittle@mmu.ac.uk or bp phone at

his office in the U.K. at

DIGI E47 G444.

by Gypsey Teague

Early films brought escape to the

people with comedy, drama, horror,

and romance. In the silent era,

crossdressing was used for humor or

comedy, often in conjunction with a

situation that forced an individual to

elude or escape from others. In his

early films, Charlie Chaplin used this

technique. In 1914, he played a

prizefighter in “The Knockout.” His

girlfriend wanted to see him fight;

since women were forbidden from

entering boxing arenas, she dressed as

a man. A year later, Chaplin donned a

dress in “A Woman” to escape the

angry father of his beloved.

Through the years of black-and-

white and into the early color years,

the themes remained the same. In

1935, the Marx Brothers dressed in

drag in “A Night at the Opera.” In

1948, Ingrid Bergman wore armor

as Joan of Arc. Cary Grant slipped

into a WAC uniform for 1949’s “I

Was a Male War Bride.” For pathos,

one of the prisoners of 1952’s

“Stalag 17” stuck a mop head atop

his own to become a dance partner for

another prisoner. Meanwhile, at MGM,
Elizabeth Taylor was having her hair

cut short by Mickey Rooney in

Technicolor for “National Velvet,”

because girls could not ride in horse races.

In 1959, one of the finest examples

of crossdressing comedy arrived at the

theaters. Billy Wilder’s “Some Like it

Hot,” starring Tony Curtis, Jack

Lemmon and Marilyn Monroe, raised

the bar to new levels. Although Curtis

and Lemmon joined an all-girl band in
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an attempt to escape gangsters in Chicago, the subjects cov-

ered in the film were wider than skirts and flirts. How
women walked, talked, dressed, dated— all were explored

with considerable compassion.

This goodness and light changed drastically in 1960,

when Anthony Perkins, in a gray wig and housedress, knife

in hand, slashed his way into the culture in Alfred

Hitchcock’s “Psycho.” After “Psycho,” crossdressers were

viewed as deranged killers or psychotics who suffered from

mental illness, which for effect, often led to death or

destruction. A new age of film had arrived, and with it a

belief that there was something deviant or dangerous

about transgenders.

The list of housefrau slashers lasted into the seventies

and beyond, with two notable villains emerging. In “Dressed

to Kill." Michael Caine, as a deranged psychiatrist, hacks his

way through the movie in a blond wig and skirt. In the

movie version of “Silence of the Lambs,” Jamie Gumb skins

his female victims so he can don a suit sewn from their skin

and become a woman—thus proving any plot gimmick may
be pushed too far if given enough time and typing paper.

It’s interesting to note that many comedies put the largest

or ugliest men in the role of the crossdresser, with the audi-

ence knowing it’s a man and thus requiring a great stretch

of the imagination to accept these men as women—hence

making the plot even more ridiculous and funny. Examples

of this gimmick are “Big Momma’s House,” with Martin

Lawrence; “Deuce Bigalow,” with Rob Schneider; “The

Glass Bottom Boat,” with Paul Lynde; “Hairspray” and

“Polyester,” featuring die crossdressing actor Harris Milstead

in his role as Divine; “Mrs. Doubtfire,” with Robin

Williams; “Risky Business,” with a young Tom Cruise being

set up with a rather large crossdressing hooker; “Tootsie,”

with Dustin Hoffman; and “Young Doctors in Love,” with

Hector Elizondo.

The second way crossdressing is played for laughs is in

fooling an unsuspecting victim. The central character takes

for granted that the crossdresser is nontransgendered—until,

for effect, the truth is discovered. An example of this is

“Bachelor Party,” in which one of Tom Hank’s friends

thinks he has found the perfect woman until he realizes she

is a man, and an auto mechanic at that.

Another example: Paul Hogan as Crocodile

Dundee in a bar, flirting, believing a girl

isn’t a girl only when he grabs her private

parts. Finally, think of Gene Hackman as a

confused right-wing politician being con-

fronted with Nathan lime in “'Hie Bird Cage.”

Police and private detectives sometimes

crossdress to entrap individuals, and this

has spilled over into the movies. John

Candy is a private detective who must infil-

trate a woman’s group in “Who’s Harry

Crumb?” In “Nighthawk,” a crossdressed

Sylvester Stallone traps a mugger. Kurt

Russell and Sylvester Stallone, as wrongfully-

accused policemen, don wigs in “Tango

and Cash.”

Musical themes have become big in movies with cross-

dressing, perhaps begun by the cult classic “The Rocky

Horror Picture Show,” in which Tim Curry plays Dr.

Frankenfurter, the Transsexual Transvestite from

Transylvania. “Hedwig and the Angry Itch,” “To Wong Foo,

Thanks for Everything, Julie Newmar,” “The Adventures of

Priscilla, Oueen of the Desert,” and the aforementioned

“The Bird Cage” are all over-the-top musical movies in

which the soundtrack is as important as the dialog. Such

extravaganzas, similar to earlier Busby Berkeley musicals, have
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taken the comedic, clown-like attitude

of the drag queen and propelled her to

the front of the stage.

The transgendered are no longer

funny, pathetic characters to be

laughed at at their expense. They’re

real people with real lives who are

trying to fit into a society that has

no hole for their peg. Fortunately,

there are filmmakers out there who
are willing to attempt to educate

the moviegoer.

An early film that attempted to

teach acceptance and understanding

was Ed Wood’s “Glen or Glenda,”

filmed when it was still illegal for a

man to dress as a woman in public. It

wasn’t until later that other directors,

producers and writers were able to

inject education into films with

transgender characters. In “Little Big

Man,” the transgender role in the

Plains Indian Tribes is explored—that

status of male who has chosen not to

be a warrior, and in so doing has

adopted the dress and duties of a

woman. Another example is the

Canadian Film Industry’s “Better

Than Chocolate,” in which a pre-operative

transsexual is disinherited by her

family because of her desire to become

a woman. Finally, a tragic film that

mirrors actual events played out in

our all-too-real world is “Boys Don’t

Cry,” with Flilary Swank playing

the doomed-to-die lead character,

Brandon Teena.

Such conscience-expanding films

are fortunately becoming more

common and, in so doing, have made a

transgendered character someone to

look out at not with disdain, but as

just another human being with all

the rights, privileges and problems

that come with that character’s

position in society.

Some transgendered characters,

however, don’t fit into any of the

previous categories. Consider The
Lady Chablis, a transsexual performer

from Savannah, who played a

prominent part in John Berendt's

Midnight in the Garden of Good and

Evil , and who played herself in the

film by the same name. Next is Tula,

whose real name is Caroline Cossey.

Cossey is a post-operative transsexual

who became a Bond girl in “For Your

Eyes Only.” Finally, there is RuPaul

Charles, the self-declared fiercest

drag queen of them all. RuPaul has

in the past twenty years defined the

drag queen persona in all medias: he is

a recording artist, stage personality,

drag entertainer, and in “The Brady

Bunch Movie,” the female guidance

counselor at the local high school.

No mention was made that RuPaul

was not a real woman. He played a role

that could have gone to any woman
in Hollywood.

Like its bigger brother the silver

screen, television first used the cross-

dresser for comedy and entertainment.

Who can forget Uncle Miltie in a dress

and wig? Other comedians followed

suit, for instance, Flip Wilson as

Geraldine. As on the larger screen, the

dressing was played for laughs. During

the seventies and eighties we saw

shows such as “Bosom Buddies,” with

Peter Scolari and a young Tom Hanks.

The cast of “Hogan’s Heroes” often

fooled the Germans in dresses, and in

“M.A.S.H,” Jamie Farr as Corporal

Klinger was seldom without a dress.

This was the norm unless a drama

used a transgendered person as the vil-

lain. A notable exception to this was

the comedy, “All in the Family,” in

which Beverly, a crossdresser, is intro-

duced. Beverly is a crossdresser who
the normally bigoted Archie sets up on

a date with one of his friends as a joke.

Later in the series, Beverly is mur-

dered by a mugger, causing Edith to

question the rationale of mankind and

God herself. I feel this was the start of

the transgendered person as human
being in televisionland.

Fortunately, the past ten years has

seen improvements in understanding

and acceptance of transgendered peo-

ple in society, and this change in mood
has had an impact on television.

Transgendered characters are now
more usual to be portrayed with under-

standing, pathos, and acceptance. “Ally

McBeal” featured a number of cases

and topics with transgender charac-

ters. The most important was a regular

character, a pre-operative transsexual,

who first sued her employer for pri-

vacy and then began dating one of the

practice’s attorneys. At about the same

time, the second crossdressing charac-

ter in prime time received his own

series. “Ask Harriet” was about a

sportswriter named Jack who, because

of his attitudes, couldn’t get a job and

was forced to become Harriet the

advice columnist for the same paper

that fired him in the first place. This

show, although a comedy, began to

showcase the transgendered as real-life

people, not caricatures. Jack, forced to

deal with issues women are faced with

on a daily basis, even as a male chauvin-

ist began to understand women are

more than the sum of their parts.

After that came “The Drew Carey

Show,” in which Drew’s brother Steve

was shown to be a crossdresser. This

character was done with such dignity

that I would offer Steve as perhaps the

most dignified character on the show.

Issues such as acceptance, placement

in the work environment, and social

time were explored, and the show reg-

istered well with the critics.

Possibly capitalizing on this accep-

tance, other shows picked up on this

theme and aired episodes in which a

transgendered character was more

than a bit player or a piece of comic

relief. Shows that deserve mention are:

“Chicago Hope,” where a circumcision

error results in a boy being raised as a

girl, but later, as a teenager, wishes to

go back to being a boy; “Gideon’s

Crossing,” in which a male-to-female

transsexual must make a decision to

stop hormone treatment, thus giving

up her femininity, or succumb to

breast cancer; or the somewhat vacu-

ous “Popular,” in which the shop

teacher, Don Jackson, becomes Miss

Debbie. Here, the failure of the system

is given attention when the PTA and

school board choose to fire the suc-

cessful teacher for transitioning, even

over the protests of the student body.

Lest we begin thinking the small

screen has fully evolved, along comes

Jenny McCarthy as the once-male

ex-best friend of Dennis Spade’s

character Finch on “Just Shoot Me.”

By the end of the show, Finch has

made a perverse pass at the young

blonde and the main character Jack

Gallow, played by George Segal, is

taking her to dinner and commenting

to Finch that he finds her amazing.

“She has something special,” he says.

Throughout all this, the talk

show pundits have been using the
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transgender as a ploy for shock

ratings. Beginning notably in 1988

with Phil Donahue in a dress, every

host on television has had at least one

episode with a transgender theme.

Jerry Springer even made fun of this in

his own movie, “Ringmaster,” where

art imitated art, which imitated life.

Maury Povich regularly asks his audi-

ence to guess whether the women on

stage are “real”— or Memorex.

Here, also, is where we saw the

talent of RuPaul on her VH1 show

of the same name. The show reached

its highest form with the Christmas

episode, produced mostly in hlack-and-

white, and featuring the songs on

RuPaul’s “Ho Ho Ho” Christmas album,

done in homage to Joan Crawford.

Sadly, the best example of trangen-

derism on television made it only

through one season. “The Education

of Max Bickford,” starring Richard

Dreyfus, featured, as one of the main

characters, Max’ best friend Steve,

who went away for a year and

returned as Erica. This introduction of

a fully-developed character in a major

drama series showed that transgen-

dered characters could have suitable

roles. Important issues such as dating,

sexual reversals, the ex-spouse and

children, all were touched upon and

well-written. It was not for the lack of

supporting cast that this show was

canceled, and I recommend it in reruns.

Transgendered men and women
are now more accepted in their roles of

heroes, heroines, villains, comedians,

friends and neighbors. The shock

value has worn off, and their fifteen

minutes of fame has been passed to

someone else. With that passing, the

transgendered may join other minori-

ties that have found acceptance in

society. Their place in the movies and

television is secured.

Gypsey Teague is a librarian at a small

Midwestern university. She is also an

adjunct professor of business and city

planning. She has advanced degrees in

City Planning, Landscape Architecture,

Business Administration, and Library

Sciences. She has been a military officer,

judo instructor, high school English

teacher, boutique owner, writer, and

fortune hunter. Her latest novel. The

Life and Deaths of Carter Falls, is due

out early summer 2003 by Publish

America. She may be contacted at

gypseys@hotmail.com.
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ANNUAL IFGE CONVENTION

The 17th annual IFGE convention was held at the

Philadelphia Airport Hilton Hotel, March 19-23, with

more than 170s attendees from around the world.The

event kicked off with Ben Franklin (you've seen him on

television) presenting a letter of greeting from

Philadelphia s Mayor John Street. The first plenary

session was led by Bernard and Terry Reed from the

Gender Identity Research & Education Society

(GIRES) located in London, England. Dr. Milton

( Please call me Mickey") Diamond was the featured

speaker. Dr. Diamond was brought to us by Ms. Rikki

Swin and the Rikki Swin Institute. Dr. Diamond spoke

several times to packed conference rooms. When not

delivering presentations, Mickey could be found in

discussions with individuals and groups. More than 40
other presenters offered education and personal help

programs to the attendees. Special awards were

presented for outstanding community service. On
Thursday, Julie Johnson (now past chair of IFGE)

presented the Diversity Award to Glaxo-Smith-Kline

for their open employment

policies, which provide

for transition on the job.

Trinity Awards were presented by Moonhawk River Stone (recently elected IFGE

Chair) to Dottie Laing, Monica Helms, and Barbara Warren for their long

and dedicated service to our community. The Virginia Prince Award was

presented to Alison and Dottie Laing by none other than Virginia Prince

(now 90 years old!) Alison and Dottie Laing have worked tirelessly for many

years for IFGE, Fantasia Fair, Renaissance, and many other trans-community

organizations and individuals. Thursday evening, attendees went out for

dinner at one of Philadelphia’s famous restaurants. Friday evening, Cross

Dressers International from New York City raised funds for the Philadelphia

Shriners Hospital by hosting a gala carnival. This was followed by a round-

robin bus to some of Philadelphia’s famous nightclubs. Saturday found every-

one dressed in their finest gowns or tuxedos, enjoying the Philadelphia Gay

Men’s Chorus and an evening of dancing. Transgender 2003, as have many

other IFGE conferences, was organized by Kristine James and Alison Laing.
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Veniy Vidiy Vestibule
by Lacey Leigh

Attending a gender convention such as Southern

Comfort Conference can be an empowering

experience. For three or four magical days, the

normally closeted transgendered individual finds

caring company strength in

numbers, and abundant

opportunities for open

and joyous expression

of gender.

«I

Sunday morning comes all too soon. Attendees

burdened with roll-on luggage bulging with

alter-ego accouterments queue up in the hotel

lobby's checkout line while sidelines with later

came

,

I saw,

I went
Some never leave the

refuge of the conference

hotel, preferring to enjoy

the comfort and support of

peers while taking in the myriad discussions,

seminars, and workshops. Those who are a touch

more adventurous sally forth with like-minded

friends to savor the exhilarating experience of

public social interaction. They learn to mingle with

the unenlightened public and are often surprised

at the absence of the dreaded disfavor so often

imagined. They utilize municipal transportation,

engage in conversations with non-TGs at coffee

shops and nail salons, and perform personal

outreach at delicatessens and Kinko's copy shops.

Perhaps of greatest impact is the lesson learned

that the gender police aren't summoned, klaxons

don't blare a transgender alert warning, and

people—for the most part—are indifferent to

our colorful fringe at the edge of society's quilt.

Conference attendees are delighted to discover

their worst and most self-limiting fears are groundless

and that John Q and Jane Q Public can express a

great deal of tolerance, and often outright curiosity.

It's in these situations that we make the greatest

difference—not for ourselves, although it can be

said we teach that which we need most to learn

—

but for the public at large.

Given the anonymity of distance and venue,

attendees feel empowered to become roving

ambassadors, taking those first few tenuous steps

out of their self-constructed closets to savor the new
set of social interactions allowed by their openly

expressed gender. Freedom is such a heady brew,

even though the glass from which we drink it is

much too small!

back into the closet

departure times play the Guess Who game.

Fleartfelt hugs and "see you next year" promises

are exchanged as shuttle vans are boarded and

taxicabs whisk their passengers away.

I feel an overwhelming sense of melancholy on

those end of conference mornings. It's not a sadness

that the shared moments have come to an end,

because each is indelibly etched in memory to be

relived forever. Instead, I'm mournful because so

many of these wonderful, colorful, expressive,

loving, and forgiving people are returning to

what they perceive as unaccepting, uncaring, and

uncomfortable environments. Rather than taking all

those priceless and recently reinforced lessons with

them to teach anew in their own hometowns, they

excuse their inaction with justifications. "I have too

much to lose," or "Atlanta is a big, metropolitan

city—my town isn't ready yet," or "People back home
just don't get it."

If not now, when? If not you, who?

Veni, vidi, vestibule. I came, I saw, I went back

into the closet.

Lacey Leigh is the author of Out & About:

The Emancipated Crossdresser.

She can be contacted through her website:

<http://www. LaceyLeigh . com>
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Transitioning
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When
I called myself a crossdresser, I

would have dressed in fancy

clothes if I had the money; how-

ever. I've been on an limited income for years. In the late

80s, the internal pressure to dress in public was intense.

I adopted a mode of dress I called walking the line. I wore

simple, solid tunic tops that could go either way. A few skirts,

and I had a femme wardrobe.

I wore inexpensive gold-tone or silver neck chains bought at

flea markets. It was a simple task to cut neck chains down to fit

my wrists. This was all part of my walking the line wardrobe.

In April of 2000, I realized I wasn’t a crossdresser, but a

transsexual woman. The few hours per week I spent as

myself were wonderful. I felt so comfortable, relaxed, and

normal. The time when I was pretending to be a man became

increasingly painful. I realized I had to transition—now!

With my therapist’s approval, I transitioned six weeks after

my epiphany.

The first week, when I was trying my transition on for

size, I visited a girlfriend. I wore my 10-year old bra. My
prostheses were gallon-size food storage bags filled with the

blue gel from ice packs. I got out of my car and bent down to

pick up the keys I had dropped. My right breast fell out and

plopped on the ground. I quickly turned around and stuffed

it back into my bra. I knocked on the door and went in.

When my friend hugged me, my breasts crinkled. She looked

at me, puzzled. She reached out and squeezed. We both

laughed. A few minutes later, she said “There’s a stain on

your top.’’ My breast had sprung a leak! “Uh, do you have a

plastic bag I can borrow?”

on a Shoestring:
Femininity

by Michelle Dixon

Since my clothes budget was about one hundred dollars a

year, 1 had to go with what I had. Besides my walking the line

wardrobe, I had one wig, four skirts, and a pair of dress san-

dals with a broken strap which I had repaired with a coat

hanger. I had to accept the fact that it’s not the clothes that

make the woman, but the woman that makes the clothes.

When I first transitioned, like everyone else, I thought I

had to create the image of a perfect woman. I thought my
hair had to be perfect, my makeup had to be perfect, my
beard had to be completely covered before I could pass. I

didn’t realize at the time that there are very few perfect

nontranssexual women in the world. A doctor friend told

me, “You look better and more convincing than some of my
female patients.” I didn’t believe her. I do now. Now I some-

times get lazy and don’t shave for a couple of days. I’m still

accepted in society as a woman. I may look butchy in T-shirts

and jeans, but at least I’m a woman!
The easiest and least expensive first step in transitioning

was to get my ears pierced. It made a huge difference in the way
I saw myself. In some ways, it takes more of a commitment

to get our ears pierced than it does to start hormones. We feel

we can hide our developing breasts, but we can’t hide pierced

ears. When we see the number of men with small posts or

hoops, it becomes easier.

The only essential expense is a good gender therapist. Use

a therapist who relates well with you. It may take a few ses-

sions to be sure. One of your initial questions should be if

they follow the Harry Benjamin Standards of Care. Most

therapists take insurance. My therapist accepts Medicare, so

I had to spend only $20 per session. If you really don’t have

any money, see if you qualify for Medicaid.

It’s not essential to start hormones before you transition.

I didn’t start hormone replacement therapy until eight

months after I transitioned. The important thing is to get

healthy by functioning in society as soon as your therapist

gives you approval. It won’t get any easier if you wait.

Just like any woman, I wanted my breasts—but I didn’t

die in the time it took for me to start HRT. Unfortunately,

quite a few women have to have mastectomies. They

are no less women without their natural breasts. Neither are

we. I tell people “God put a woman’s soul into a man’s body.

Changing my body is just cosmetic.”

You don’t need hormones to live full-time. Don’t play

games with herbal or black market hormones. Hormones are

expensive. If you can’t afford them or the doctor visit, don’t

use them.

If you do start hormones, watch out for the mood swings.

They’re awesome! I tried to run my boyfriend over with my
car. I enjoyed every second. Don’t be surprised if your sex-

ual preference changes when you start hormones. Mine did.

Most of my girlfriends had electrolysis before they transi-

tioned. Electrolysis costs about $60 per hour. You can count

Tapestry 10238



on 200-300 hours to take care of all

facial hair. Electrolysis can cost as

much or more than SRS. Laser treat-

ments are less expensive. I’m told that

the greater the contrast between your

beard and your complexion, the more

effective the treatment. Another

option is a hair follicle-suppressing

cream called Vaniqa. It’s supposed to

slow hair growth. I didn’t have much
luck with it. It costs $40 for a one-

month supply and is available by pre-

scription only.

My research before I started HRT
indicated that facial hair is not affect-

ed by estrogen. That was not my expe-

rience. My facial hair has been

growing slower and is less coarse than

before hormones.

I have a friend in her mid-30s who
is still menstruating. She has to shave

every morning before she leaves home.

I have another nontransgendered

friend in her mid-50s whose beard is

heavier than mine. She still passes!

Because of my age, I’m accepted by

society as a postmenopausal woman
with some facial hair. If your beard

isn’t too dark or dense, you don’t need

hair removal. If your hair is dark or

dense, consider having just enough

treatments to get it thinned.

I prefer a simple but elegant

wardrobe. It’s inexpensive and versatile.

Stick with solid colors. Take a

girlfriend or knowledgeable person

with you to an upscale dress shop. I

know it can be frightening, but you’ll

have to do it eventually. Remember,

they want your money! You’ll be

surprised how compassionate and

understanding they are. Get expert

advice from the sales clerks on what
colors work best with your complexion.

My wardrobe is mostly black,

white, and earthtones. Black and

white are striking together, and you

can wear either with earthtones.

Skirts and tops are more versatile than

dresses. It’s easier to mix-and-match

them for variety. Don’t forget, adding

a vest, jacket, or scarf turns casual into

dressy casual.

The key to a versatile and elegant

wardrobe: accessorize, accessorize,

accessorize! My favorite outfit is a

short-sleeve light cotton top the color

of muslin. The skirt is ankle length,

the same material and color as the top.

Together, they are a two-piece dress. If

I wear it with wooden beads, sandals,

and a denim bag, it’s a hippie dress. If

I wear it with a wide belt, scarf

and colorful bag, it’s sporty. If I need

something dressy, I’ll wear it with long

sparkly dangle earrings, an expensive-

looking pendant, black hose, black

heels, and a small black shoulder bag.

See? It’s simple!

It’s confusing to shop by yourself at

first, so take a friend. A good place to

shop is a thrift store. You can get a bag-

ful of clothes for about $10. Outlet

malls, dollar stores, Wal-Mart, and

K-Mart are also excellent options.

Even expensive dress shops have great

sales at the end of the season.

Makeup is also simple. Go with

someone you trust to an upscale

department store. I like the Clinique

counter; they have trained cosmetologists.

Stay away from Avon and Mary Kay.

I’m sure the makeup is good, but the

salespeople are rarely fully trained.

Every cosmetologist I ever consulted

made me feel comfortable. They were

always understanding and sympathetic

to my special needs.

The most difficult part of buying

makeup is choosing the correct

foundation. Until you get used to it,

you might want to buy the foundation

from the department stores. Also, if

you have a heavy beard, you may want
to get Dermablend. J.C. Penney sells it.

It’s an opaque concealer, used to cover

blotchy skin. It’s expensive, but quite

effective. You won’t need a foundation

if you use it.

Makeup can be expensive. Don’t let

the salespeople talk you into a lot of

colors. You can always buy more later.

Have them show you neutral colors

that go with your complexion. Look
carefully at the colors. You’ll need to

know them later.

I carry a small pouch in my purse.

It contains concealer, liquid powder
foundation, eyebrow pencil, slate gray

eyeliner, gray and charcoal eyeshadow,

brown/black mascara, blush, and lip-

stick. This is all I need! Most days, I

don’t wear any makeup.

Once you know the colors that are

right for you, go to a discount makeup
department. Most of my makeup is

Cover Girl and Maybelline. They’re of

good quality and relatively inexpensive.

Have your friend help you pick the

colors. Stay away from blue, plum,

purple, green, and red, at least at first.

Also, unless you know what you’re

doing, stay away from black. It draws

too much attention to you.

The key to no-frills femininity—in

fact, the key to passing— is keep it

simple! Many women wear little or no

makeup. Most women have a keen

sense of how to dress for the occasion.

If they’re going to wash the car, they

wear an old T-shirt and jeans. They
don’t wear a party dress. It’s fun to

look like a fashion model; however, it’s

expensive, and you won’t blend in

with the other women.

Michelle Dixon transitioned in June,

2000. Her favorite words are, “I’m a

person who is trans, hut I’m a person

first. Transitioning is not a goal. It’s

simplg a means to an end, an enabling

step to get on with mg life.” Michelle

volunteers at a local hospice, supporting

mang patients and their families. She

also works in a soup kitchen everg dag.

Her favorite hohhg is singing in the

local choir.

She can be contacted at

mother_michelle@Liahoo.com.
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Maggie Becoming Mark
by Kathleen L. Farrell

I
was going through this, my tomboy phase, when I

found out I wasn’t going to be allowed to play Little

League. My eight-year-old spirit was crushed. My
older brother played. Well, actually he warmed the bench,

but he got to wear the uniform. 1 loved the uniform. I told

my grandma, who stayed with us during the summers, that

I thought I wanted to be a boy. “Why on earth would you

want to be a boy?” she asked, as she pulled a cookie sheet

from the oven.

“Cause they can play hardball.”

“Pooh,” was her answer. She always seemed half in the

present and half somewhere far off. Earlier I heard my
mother fussing at her about heating up the kitchen on such

a hot day and that the kids ate too many sweets anyway.

Still, there she was, her gray hair held in place by a net and

her orange-poppy-print housedress protected by a full-body,

faded, pink-phlox-print apron smelling like somethin’

lovin’ from the oven, turning out chocolate chippers by the

dozen. Then she added, “If you really want to he a hoy, all

you need to do is kiss your elbow.” I stared at her hard.

“It’s a fact. Kiss your elbow and change your sex.”

I grabbed a handful of cooling cookies and dashed out of

the kitchen. Ten minutes later, my best friend Maggie

and I were chewing away in our crudely-dug-out fort

overlooking a cavernous depression ladled out during the

ice age and which now served as the town dump. I told

Maggie my grandmother’s advice. “Let’s try it,” she said.

“I don’t know.” All of a sudden, reality gave my imagi-

nation a sharp shove.

“Why not?” she demanded.

“I don’t want one of those hanging wee wees.”

“You probably won’t get one, but we’ll be able to play

for Nelson Buick’s Little Bulldogs, me at shortstop and you

in left field.” Now, Maggie wanted to play on the team very

badly, probably more than I did, because she was better

than I was. So we spent the next few minutes bending and

pushing and pulling our arms to capture the elusive elbow

with a kiss. “Does it matter which elbow?”

“Nope,” I replied.

I gave up. Maggie would not. After planting a sweaty

one on the inside crook of her elbow, she asked, “Does

that count?”

‘No, it has to he on the tippy end.”

“Okay, I know what’s wrong,” she sighed, exasperated

by the effort. “Before we can do this, we need to try being

boys.” So, sitting cross-legged in our fort on a blistering,

airless afternoon, we put our heads together and came up

with ideas. Caveman-style, Maggie used a stick on the

earthen wall to Roman numeral our brainstorm in words

and pictures. When we were done, we chose plans I, IV

and V.

We rejected II, a line with a curl at the end, because

we got sick smoking when we lit up after school last

spring. Maggie objected to III on the grounds of sin, and

VI because we would get caught. VII was beyond our finan-

cial means.

The first test was an over-nighter in our fort. After

carefully choreographing permissions to sleep over at each

other’s house, Maggie told me she would he Mark and gave

me the boy name of Karl. She said our names had to be the

same as our first initials and were never to be used when
anyone else was around. We secured this with our new
on-penalty-of-death sign—we simultaneously kissed each

other’s elbow. My mother was always asking me, “If

Maggie jumps off a cliff, are you going to jump, too?” I

always answered no, but in my heart I knew I was doomed.

We shivered through the long, warm night. Time took

on the mythical spaciousness experienced by kids who
travel through wardrobes or fall asleep next to tree trunks

and live lifetimes before returning or waking up. The wind

sent the scent of terror through the trees. We were spooked

at every sound—the howl of a dog was a werewolf on the

prowl, a scavenging raccoon was a mass murderer about to

butcher us, the silence was a pride of lions crouched and

ready to pounce. At long last, we praised first light and

shook hands at our extreme courage.

A week later, the second test. It was easy. On our belt

loops we tied handmade, Brownie-project knapsacks
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packed with peanut butter and jelly

sandwiches and Cokes. We slipped

down the bank behind the church into

the creek and walked a quarter mile.

The Little Miami River spread out

before us. Fording a river dried to a

trickle from the summer drought was

not a challenge, so we spent the day

turning over rocks and exposing craw-

dads, finding more fossils than we
could lug home, and generally rear-

ranging the river bed. That left just

one more test to determine our wor-

thiness for boyhood.

It was a hot, hazy day when we
boarded an empty Southern Pacific

boxcar, moving toward downtown
Cincinnati. For years we had watched

the long trains slow to a crawl as they

approached the city. We cheered from

the bridge as some of the town boys

jumped on and off, making sport of

dares. Maggie, who was tall and well-

coordinated, made it on board without

any effort. I managed to get my upper

torso inside, and Maggie grabbed the

seat of my pants and pulled the rest of

me in. We felt a surge of boypower as

we settled back to ride the rails in a car

that smelled like musty straw. The
floor was pitted from the hooves ofjos-

tled, fear-ridden animals on their way
to market.

Careful to avoid detection, we
scrambled off after the train stopped

and went to the next track and

climbed on board a stationary train.

For a long time, the train didn’t move.

We were nearly ready to disembark

when it suddenly lurched forward. We
knew we were on our way home.

The shortsightedness of our plan-

ning soon became apparent—the train

didn’t go slow. By the time we arrived

at our town, we were whizzing by

houses no longer defined by their

design or color. Our suburb was a blur.

We knew we would be killed if

we jumped off. We screamed for

help, but our little voices were lost on
the rushing wind, drowned by the

train’s whistle.

We huddled together and cried, but

we were too scared to offer any com-

fort to each other. The train rumbled

on, tossing us about like groceries in a

bicycle basket as it bounced over

uneven track and road crossings. It

was hours before our stomachs told

the rest of us the train was slowing

down. When we peered out, was saw

another planet—cornfields and pas-

tureland punctuated by an occasional

barn and farmhouse.

The train came to a stop in

Wilmington, a town unfazed by city

ways. A few years later, I would watch

a “Twilight Zone” episode about a

man who got on a commuter train

and got off a century earlier, in a

town called Willoughby. In REM
sleep, the soundalike names of the

towns, his experience and ours,

became fused and confused in my often-

repeated dream.

As soon as we staggered out of the

car in the Wilmington train yard, we
were grabbed by a security guard who,

gripping our arms, dragged us into his

office. We were terrified, but before he

was able to begin what was certain to

be an abusive interrogation, a railroad

worker came Hying in. “Bob, you gotta

come! There’s a body in B & O six

thirty seven.” Telling the worker to

watch us, Bob rushed off in the direc-

tion of our car. A minute or two later,

we heard a yell from Bob, telling our

guard to come and help him. The man
shrugged and took us along.

Several other workers arrived at

the scene. They lifted a man out of the

car just behind the one we had ridden

in. Neither Maggie nor I had ever seen

anyone dead. They laid him face up on

the side of the tracks. He was a black

man in greasy overalls, with ashen

gray skin and crusted blood under his

nose. We seemed to be waiting for

something, when suddenly all eyes

turned to the policemen who were

striding toward us. Maggie looked

scared; I peed my pants.

Right away, a policeman asked,

“What’s these kids doing here?”

Bob said, “That one is mine.” He
tossed his head in our direction and

then ordered one of the workers to get

us back to the security shack.

When Bob got back, he seemed a

little less tough. He listened to our

need to get back home, even though we
knew we would be in trouble. For

Maggie, it would mean staying in her

room for a while, but for me, with my
more corporal-minded mother, it

would be lots of licks with the wooden
spoon. Later, 1 figured Bob must have

done some bad stuff as a kid, because

he put us right in his station wagon to

drive us home. Maggie sat up front— it

was obvious it was her he wanted to be

his kid. He gave me a newspaper to sit

on in the back seat. Most of the way
home, he admonished us to stay away

from trains. Just before we reached the

Terrace Park incorporation line sign,

he let us out.

I don’t believe the dead guy ever

found his way into my dreams, but I

remember his face clearly, as if he was

a family member or as if it happened

ten minutes ago. And I think about

him a lot, and I try to imagine him

alive, before he wound up in the rail-

road yard. He became my central focus

of that summer, even though Maggie

and I never spoke about him.

We talked little about our prowess

tests. I never tried to kiss my elbow

again, but I knew Maggie kept try-

ing— all through junior high and high

school she wore her hair short and was

the best player on all of the girl’s

teams. When I saw her during college

vacations, she seemed more interested

in looking like a guy than dating any,

and I suspected she was a lesbian.

Then, five years ago, when I was
visiting my parents, we got a call;

Maggie’s mother had died. 1 went to

the wake and was surprised that

Maggie wasn’t there.

I was about to leave the funeral

home when a guy who looked like one

of Maggie’s relatives sidled up to me
and thanked me for coming. It took a

minute before I realized it was Maggie,

now Mark. Later, we met for coffee.

He told me it was a big struggle, but he

finally kissed his elbow.

Kathleen L. Farrell, Ph.D., is a

gender therapist who lives in St.

Petersburg, where she works exclusively

with individuals (and their families

and important others) who are experi-

encing gender identity issues. In 1988,

she founded StarBurst, the first Tampa
Bay transgender support group.
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It continued, as it began, with a telephone call at

bedtime. Maggie Stone had fallen gently into sleep shortly

after ten pm. A summer breeze spilled through the open

window near her old brass bed, carrying the half-heard lul-

laby of tires on the nearby interstate. After ten years in her

small apartment in the city’s Olde Towne district, it was a

sound she would have noticed only in its absence. In all

other ways the night was quiet, one more advantage of

living in the heart of a city where most folks lied hack to

the suburbs during afternoon rush hour. The trill of the

telephone tugged Maggie back from the edges of an easy

dream. She touched the wide, rounded button on the

speakerphone that sat on the brass stand next to the bed.

“Hello,” she mumbled.

“It’s Robin,” her sister’s voice crackled in response.

“Daddy’s dead!”

Maggie swung her long legs over the bed’s edge and

sat up.

“Wh...What are you talking about?” she stuttered,

rubbing at her eyes.

“Poo, wake up and listen!” Robin said. “Daddy had an

accident! He’s dead!”

Robin had always been the one to lead, acting as if she

were the older one, not Maggie’s junior. Only her use of the

old nickname told Maggie Robin was stressed.

Maggie drew a ragged breath and felt her heart begin

the uneven pattern she had become used to in the four

years since the heart attack. “Hiccups,” the cardiologist

had told her. “Compared to most of my patients, you have

hiccups.” She rubbed absently at the familiar spot between

her breasts, confused. Was this a dream?

“Ma...Maggie? Did you hear me? He’s dead!”

Some small part of her heard Robin stumble on her

name. Maggie realized how close her tightly-wrapped sister

was to coming unwound. She worked on a deep breath.

“Yes, Sis, I heard you. What happened?”

Maggie heard her sister drew the same breath on the

other end of the line, and knew Robin was hack in control.

She would focus on details and set aside emotions.

“He was at a Habitat meeting tonight,” Robin began.

As she listened, Maggie recalled that John Stone was

—

had been—a member of the board of directors for the local

Habitat for Humanity program.

“Coming home, he drove through a stop sign into the

path of a truck—a big rig,” Robin continued. “He probably

didn’t even see it. You know how Daddy can. ..could get lost

in his thoughts.”

Maggie knew. Her no-nonsense mother had chided him

often and regularly told Maggie she was as absent-minded

as her father.

“The paramedics said Daddy died almost instantly,”

Robin explained.

“Did Mama ask you to call?” Maggie asked.

“No,” Robin replied.

Maggie sighed.

“Do you want me to come?” she asked gently.

This time, Maggie heard the sobs building in her

sister’s voice.

“Yes,” Robin whispered. “Please?”

Three hours later, Maggie turned her Corvette into the

long graveled drive that ran from the county road to Robin

and Jack’s farmhouse. The house was full of light, and a

half dozen cars were parked in the side yard. Maggie found

an empty spot and unfolded herself from the low-slung
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sports car. As she did, the mudroom
door opened and Jack Miller came

from the house and walked toward her.

“Hello, Jack,” she said, smiling.

He walked directly to her and

pulled her into a hug.

“Maggie,” he said, his baritone

voice as easy and comfortable as his

embrace. “We’re going to miss him.”

She thought she had cried herself

out on the two-hour drive, but her

tears began again with Jack’s touch.

She leaned against him for the

moment, drawing strength from his

solidness. Jack was big, nearly six-and-

a-half feet tall and 250 pounds, the sort

of man who lived in the fantasies of a

woman Maggie’s size. She had been

pleased when her sister had married

Jack. He was Maggie’s age. They
had attended school together and Jack

had been an acquaintance, a member
of the same clique. He had been a good

kid and had become an even better

man. Maggie had prayed for years that

somewhere in the world there was

another man just like Jack Miller wait-

ing for her to find him.

“C’mon,” he finally said, stepping

back. “Let’s get your stuff. Robin is

with your mother.”

As he unlashed her bags from the

rack mounted on the rear deck of the

Corvette, he glanced at the license

plate and grinned.

“Still advertising, I see.”

She nodded. The vanity plate read

“Maggie.” She had gotten it when she

bought the car. At the time, she had

thought the red car exciting and the

custom tag amusing. She didn’t think

much about either anymore. They
were part of her life now. Jack led the

way to the house.

“Who’s here?” she asked.

“Your Uncle Jim and his new girl-

friend. ..what’s her name?”
“Nivah.”

“Yeah,” he said, “and Till and Doc
Bennett.”

Maggie sighed. “Let the games begin,”

she said, as they entered the house.

The mudroom led to a wide hall

that opened into a laundry and storage

room. The entire wall, just inside,

was floor-to-ceiling mirrors. Maggie

glanced at her reflection as they

passed. She was tall.

“Six feet on the nose,” her father

used to say.

She carried some weight, too.

Maggie tipped the scale a bit over 180

pounds. Her chiseled face had her

father’s strong chin, high cheekbones

and gray eyes, with her mother’s full

mouth and upturned Irish nose. Her

sandy blonde hair was cut short and

she was dressed in black jeans and a

black tank top that showed a trim

waist and full, high breasts. Time and

nature had been kind to Maggie, and

she had helped a bit. She looked 40,

but had turned 50 her last birthday.

They entered the kitchen. It was a

large, open room with a wood-planked

floor and high ceiling, with every mod-

ern appliance imaginable. The rest of

the house, like the kitchen, was a

showplace. Jack was a building con-

tractor, well-liked and successful, and

he had purchased the old farmstead

and renovated the house and grounds

in secret, presenting it to Robin for

their 25th wedding anniversary three

years ago. Her sister had fussed about

the expense, Maggie knew, but had

been so pleased she could barely con-

tain herself. Maggie had seen the place

only in photos and on videotapes.

There was a woman at the sink

scrubbing dishes. As they entered the

room, she turned, soapy water drip-

ping from the yellow rubber gloves she

wore. It was Matilda Moreland,

Maggie’s Aunt Till. She smiled and

moved toward Maggie with a limp,

holding out her arms.

“Lord!” she exclaimed, stripping

off the gloves. “I didn’t expect to see

you here. Give your Aunt Till a

hug, Pumpkin.”

Maggie wrapped her arms around

the older woman, breathing in her

familiar scent. Till was her mother’s

younger sister and barely 15 years

older than Maggie. Maggie always was
reminded of a stork when she saw
Till. Her aunt was nearly as tall as her,

but barely weighed 140 pounds. She

was a gaunt, graceless woman with the

heart and soul of a saint. The family

joke was that Maggie’s mother,

Evelyn, had gotten all the looks and

brains, but Till had received all the

patience. She had never married and

had lived in her older sister’s shadow,

and in her house, her entire life.

With no family of her own, Matilda

had heaped her unbounded affection

upon her sister’s children. She was the

one Robin and Maggie had gone to

with their hurts and disappointments.

She had defended them against every-

one but their mother. She limped

because of a hip injury suffered when
she scooped five-year-old Robin from

the path of a runaway farm wagon and

was struck herself. Till was, had been,

Maggie’s favorite person in the world,

and the two had not seen each other

for nearly a decade—since the family

had learned of Maggie’s choice.

“I have missed you so much,” Till

whispered, as she clung to Maggie.

“And you look so good!”

“So do you, Aunt Till,” Maggie

whispered back.

She was crying again.

“I wanted to see you, to talk to

you,” her aunt continued, “but your

Mama wouldn’t have it. You know I

could never stand up to her!”

“I know, Till,” Maggie soothed,

stroking the back of the older wom-
an’s head. “It was my choice. I don’t

blame you.”

Tilly stepped back, holding onto

Maggie’s shoulders.

“My, you are so beautiful! I only

wish your father could see you. He
would have been proud.”

Maggie touched the tears on
Till’s cheek.

“He saw me last month, Till. We
had dinner together.”

Her aunt’s mouth dropped.

“What? No!”

Maggie nodded.

“Yes. Daddy and I have been get-

ting together three or four times a year

for nearly nine years.”

The memory of their last visit

helped a bit to ease the pain of his

death. Just as she and Till were doing

now, father and daughter had shared a

long, intense hug as he prepared to

leave. Maggie had nestled her head

against his shoulder and John Stone

had blown lightly on her hair. His final

loving words still rested on her ear and

in her heart.

“So... the prodigal returns, huh?”

Maggie and Till turned at the intru-

sion into their private moment. While

they talked. Jack had apparently gone

upstairs with her bags. Her Uncle Jim
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now filled rhe doorway between the

kitehen and living room. He was five

years younger than Maggie’s mother,

his sister. He was nearly as tall as

Jack, but carried much more weight.

Maggie guessed lie had to weigh more

than 300 pounds. His white hair was
fiill and well-trimmed. A slim white

mustache hung below his large nose,

and bushy white brows beetled above

each eye.

People often said that with a beard,

Jim Moreland could play Santa Claus,

but Maggie had always thought he

would look just like God. He was

dressed in a well-cut, tailored black

suit and expensive black shoes, and

his Rose Bowl ring glistened on the

ring finger of his right hand. He was

holding a drink. A cola, Maggie

guessed. James Moreland was a retired

Methodist minister and a teetotaler.

“Hello, Uncle Jim,” Maggie said,

feeling the pressure of Aunt Till’s grip

on her arm. “It’s nice to see you.”

He looked at her without expression.

“I can imagine,” he said.

A woman squeezed past him. She

was dressed in an expensive silk print

dress. At first glance, she looked to be

in her mid-fifties. Closer examination

would show' the telltale signs of care-

ful, crafted cosmetic surgery. Her
blonde hair was carefully tinted, her

makeup absolutely perfect, her nails

glossy and pink. She moved forward

with a willowy grace Maggie thought

too practiced, and extended a slim hand.

“You must be Maggie,” the woman
gushed. “I’m Nivah.”

Maggie took her hand.

“Hello, Nivah. I’ve heard all about

you.”

Nivah took back her hand and gave

Maggie a calculating look.

“I see,” she responded. “And I have

heard all about you, too.”

Maggie smiled, looking over the

older woman’s shoulder at Uncle Jim.

“I can imagine.”

She squeezed her Aunt Till’s hand,

then moved toward the couple. They
drew back from her, as if they wished

to avoid contact. Maggie slipped past

them without further comment,

crossed the living room to the stairs,

and began to climb. Behind her, she

could hear Till and Jim arguing. 'Pill

was letting her older brother have it

with both barrels. There was no third

voice. Nivah, Maggie decided, knew
when to keep her mouth shut. Jack

met her at the top of the stairs.

“They’re in our bedroom, second

on the left,” he said. “I'll go down and

play referee.” He laid his hand on

her shoulder for a moment, then

started down.

Maggie moved down the hall. The
bedroom door was closed. She

knocked. There were footsteps from

inside and her sister pulled the door

open. Robin was tall, too, but still two

inches shorter than her older sister.

She was slim, and her auburn hair

was fashioned into a single braid

that swung across the middle of her

back. Her eyes, like their mother’s,

were brilliant blue. Otherwise, the

resemblance between she and

Maggie was marked.

“Hello, Maggie,” she said.

Robin was contained and her eyes

were dry, but Maggie sensed the frag-

ile veneer. The two hugged.

“Thank you for coming,” Robin

whispered.

Over her sister’s shoulder, Maggie

could see the still form of their moth-

er, lying on the bed. Will Bennett, the

family’s doctor, sat beside her, taking

her pulse.

“Is she asleep?” Maggie asked.

Her mother’s eyes opened at the

sound of Maggie’s voice.

“No,” Evy snapped. “She is not

asleep! This doctor wants me to take a

sedative, but I will not do it. I don’t

want to sleep!”

Doctor Bennett dropped her hand

onto the bed and stood, stretching his

back as he did so.

“Well, Evy,” he said, “you may not

want to sleep, but I do. Call if you

need anything. I’ll be back tomorrow.”

He scooped several pieces of equip-

ment into a black bag, closed the clasp

and turned toward the door. He
nodded at Maggie.

“It’s been a long time,” he

remarked.

“Yes it has, Doctor,” Maggie said.

He moved toward the sisters. “I’ll

be back,” he said. “Let her do what

she wants, I suppose. Heaven knows
how you would stop her.” He excused

himself, and moved down the hallway

to the stairs.

Maggie and Robin turned and
moved to the bed. Their mother exam-

ined Maggie carefully, holding her

mouth in a tight, straight line. “So,”

she finally said, “this is what you’ve

done to yourself, is it, Mattie? Do you

expect me to welcome you home?”
Maggie sighed. It had been ten

years since she had faced her mother’s

wrath head-on. She had hoped that

now, under the circumstances, there

might be a temporary truce. It

appeared that would not happen.

“I don’t expect anything, Mama,”
she replied. “And my name is Maggie

now. You know that.”

Evy’s eyes blazed. “I don’t care

what you call yourself, or what you’ve

convinced your sister and her hus-

band to call you, or what you have

done to yourself. You are my son,

Matthew, and always will be.”

It had begun, ten years before, with

a telephone call at bedtime. Mattie

Stone had gone to bed early that July

evening, but drifted toward sleep

slowly. The small apartment was new
and the drone of the tires from the

nearby interstate highway was louder

than he had expected. His thoughts

were on the next day. He would have

to be up early to begin the two-hour

drive to his parents’ home to celebrate

Fourth of July with them, and to tell

them something about himself he had

known for more than 30 years. For

as long as he could remember,

Matthew Winston Stone had known
he was different from others. It was

shortly after his twelfth birthday he

had discovered the word to put to that

difference—transsexual.

As a reward for perfect attendance,

Mrs. Hershberger’s sixth-grade class

had gone on a field trip to the local

newspaper office. Mattie had no real

interest in newspapers, but be agreed

with his friends that any excuse to get

out of class was a good excuse. That

disinterest ended when the class

reached a place the tour guide called

the Morgue. There were huge, bound

books containing copies of old news-

papers and the students were given a

chance to leaf—gently—through the

brittle pages. Mattie was idly fingering

through the book he had been given

when he turned to a headline that

jolted him more surely than if he had
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touched a live electrical wire. “GI

Becomes Blonde Bombshell,” it read.

A smaller line proclaimed “He
Becomes She.” A grainy black-and-

white photograph of a fragile-looking

blonde woman wrapped in a fur coat

accompanied the story. She looked

more than a little frightened, Mattie

decided. The woman’s name was

Christine Jorgensen. For Mattie Stone

a door opened. His heart skittered in

his chest. He was terrified someone

might see what he had found, but he

couldn’t pull his eyes from the yel-

lowed page. For the first time, he had

discovered another who shared his

secret conviction. He wasn’t alone.

Mattie had kept that secret locked

carefully away for more than 30 years.

No one knew the perfect life he lived

was a skillfully-crafted performance.

He had carried the burden of that

knowledge, alone, until the weight of it

nearly killed him.

Tomorrow, he told himself, would

be his own private Independence Day.

It was time to tell his parents and

sister, his family, of the changes he

would be making in his life. He had

finally begun to slide into a fitful sleep

when the telephone shrilled.

“Hello,” he answered, pulling the

handset to his ear.

“Matthew!”

It was his mother. No one else ever

called him that.

“Hello, Mama,” he replied.

“How could you do this?” she

demanded.

Evy Stone always had a temper, but

her son had never heard her this

angry.

“Mama...,” he began, confused and

afraid.

“Don’t you Mama me! Your father

and I won’t be able to show our faces

in town when this gets out! Don’t

bother coming tomorrow. I don’t want

to see you!”

With that, she had hung up.

Mattie came closer than ever

before, that July night, to ending his

life. His mother’s unexpected call

replayed in his mind over and over and

over. His thoughts were a jumble of

fear and anger. He had cried and

prayed, all the while sitting on the

edge of the bed with the muzzle of his

grandfather’s old .38-caliber revolver

resting between his lips. Somehow he

made it through the night. A call to his

sister the next morning confirmed that

his mother had been serious. It also

answered the question of how she had

discovered his secret.

“Hello, Robin,” Mattie said, when
she answered.

There was a second of silence.

“Poo, I am so sorry, but I had to tell

her,” Robin confessed.

“You’ve known for three months,

Robin,” Mattie said. “Why tell her

now?”
He heard the accusation in his

voice, but was unable to contain it.

Robin’s response was terse.

“I had to! You know how she

is when she suspects something is

going on.”

Mattie knew. His sister’s voice

softened.

“Give it time, Poo,” Robin advised,

soothingly. “She’ll get over it.”

But Evy Stone had not gotten over

it. Over the years, she made it clear to

her family that Mattie was not

welcome in her house and that they

were not to speak to her about her old-

est child. She went so far as to forbid

them to communicate with Mattie.

The excommunication had lasted for

ten years with Till, who was ever

under her sister’s thumb. However,

Robin and Jack maintained the silence

for less than a year, Mattie’s father

even less. They wouldn’t talk to Evy

about Mattie, but continued to see

him. All three confessed to Mattie that

they didn’t understand his decision,

but made it clear they would honor it

and support him. And so, ten years

had passed. Those years were a blur of

pills and injections and electrolysis, of

economic collapse and recovery, as

Mattie moved from teacher to writer

and lecturer, of seemingly endless

hours of psychotherapy. Finally, there

was the pain and slow recovery from

the several surgeries that finished the

transformation from him to her—son

to daughter, brother to sister, Matthew

to Maggie.

“Maggie?” It was Jack’s voice, call-

ing her back to the family entrance of

the Becker Funeral Home. Maggie had

been here before. Five generations of

the Becker family had helped bury the

folk of their small farm community,

and now Ed Becker, Maggie and Jack’s

high school classmate, would lay John

Stone to rest. Her brother-in-law, look-

ing somber and surprisingly elderly in

his dark suit, was standing with her in

the small walled courtyard that pro-

tected the private doorway to the mor-

tuary. The evening’s calling hours for

her father were scheduled to begin

momentarily.

“We should go in, Maggie,” Jack said.

It was a statement, but there was

question in his voice. Evy Stone

already was inside, waiting in her

widow’s black for friends and family

members to come help her ease her

husband’s passing. “Standing last

watch,” her father, an ex-Navy man,

had called it. In recent years, he had

done it with increasing frequency for

lifelong friends. Now it was his turn.

Till, Jim and Nivah, and Robin were

there, too, waiting to see what would

happen when Maggie walked through

the door.

“I won’t tell you you can’t come,

Matthew,” Evy had said earlier.

“You’ve never listened to me before,

and I don’t expect you’ll start now. But

I will tell you this. If you show up at

the funeral home, I will leave.”

“Evy!” Till had exclaimed, taking a

step between mother and child, her

shock mirrored in her face.

Evy swung toward her sister. There

was coldness in her face and voice.

“Don’t you ‘Evy’ me, Matilda! This

is my husband and my son—not

yours!”

Till jerked, as if her sister had

slapped her, then turned and hurried

from the room. Evy turned in the

opposite direction and stalked up the

stairs, leaving the remainder of her

family standing there in Jack and

Robin’s living room.

“Maggie?” Jack asked again.

He was at the door now, holding it

open for her. From inside, they could

hear organ music, Rock of Ages, and

the murmur of voices as visitors began

to arrive.

“It’s time, Maggie,” Jack murmured.

She couldn’t meet his eyes. She

shook her head, once, in a quick arc,

pivoted on a heel, and left the garden.

Three hours later, Jack found his

sister-in-law sitting cross-legged atop a

concrete picnic table at the Hundred-

102 Tapestry 45



Aon. Wood. The name had been anoth-

v r ofJohn Stone’s whimsies. The Wood
itself was one more example of his

vision. The farmhouse had long since

burned down and the barn was a

weathering heap when John bought

the place sometime in the late 1950s.

“Whatever for?” his wife had

huffed, when he told her of his purchase.

“For the fun of it. Evy,” lie had

explained, patiently.

He had worked weekends at the

Wood, as well as summers away from

his position as a high school English

teacher. He painted the old barn a

warm honey brown and landscaped the

grounds around it, then leased the

acreage to a neighboring farmer in

exchange for grounds maintenance. He
had a stream dammed to create a swim-

ming beach and had put in picnic facil-

ities, a softball field, and tennis courts.

Finally, he had remodeled the barn into

a rustic party house. John began to rent

the place for reunions, company pic-

nics, and the like. The Wood was in

demand from the day he opened for

business, but it was always reserved on

holidays for his family.

“Hey, Maggie,” Jack said, as he sat

on the wooden bench near her feet,

setting a brown paper bag carefully

beside him.

“Hello, Jack,” she replied. “Was she

satisfied?”

Jack pulled at the knot of his tie and

unbuttoned his shirt collar. He nodded.

“Lots of people showed up.”

Maggie sighed.

“That’s not what I meant.”

He nodded again.

“I know.”

They sat in companionable silence.

From the tree line, doves began their

evening song. Maggie sighed again.

“I am such a coward.”

“That’s a strong word,” Jack said,

after a bit. “Frankly, I don’t believe

anyone who has done what you have

could be considered a coward.”

Before Maggie could protest, he

shushed her.

“Let me finish and I’ll get out of

your hair. Your mother is a strong-

minded lady. Some folks around here

say she’s a force of nature.” He smiled.

“Not to her face, of course.”

He toyed with the edges of the

paper sack.

“She likes her way, but she isn’t

the only stubborn, willful woman in

the family.”

Their eyes locked for just a second.

“She loves you, Maggie.”

He pulled a leather-bound book

from the bag.

“Here.”

He handed her the book, wadded up

the bag and stood.

“I’ve got to get back.”

He started away, then stopped and

turned to her.

“Don’t you dare tell her I brought

you that,” he commanded, and was gone.

Maggie only half heard the sounds

of his departure, as she turned the

book, an album of some sort, in her

hands, feeling its weight and its much-

handled, polished surface. She had

never seen the book before. It appeared

to be handcrafted and had a look of age

to it. Maggie’s heart began its now-

familiar stutter as she saw the gold leaf

embossed lettering in the lower right

corner of the cover
—“MY SON.” She

opened the front cover. There, written

in her mother’s economical script, she

read, “Property of Mrs. Evelyn Stone.”

On the first page there was a yel-

lowing, photostatic copy of her birth

certificate, neatly adhered at the center.

Next to it was a clipping from the April

17, 1950 issue of the local newspaper.

“Born to Mr. and Mrs. John Stone of

Newton, a son,” it read. “Matthew

Winston, 8 lb., 10 ounces.” Maggie’s

hands trembled as she began to leaf

through pages filled with words and

pictures of her life.

Later, with the final hits of daylight

fading away, she reached the last filled

pages. There, pasted just as neatly as

the birth certificate, were newspaper

clippings from Cleveland, Detroit,

Chicago, Memphis, and other smaller

cities, where she had lectured and pro-

moted her two books. With them was a

color photocopy of the formal portrait

she had sent to her father five years ago.

By Maggie’s estimate, several hun-

dred people were gathered about John

Stone’s gravesite when she arrived at

the cemetery the next afternoon. She

had considered not attending the service.

The evening before, after leaving

the Hundred-Acre Wood, Maggie had

gone to the funeral home. Lights were

turned down and the doors locked

46 Tapestry

when she arrived, but Eddie Becker

responded promptly to her knocks. He
didn’t look like how Maggie imagined

an undertaker to look. Eddie had been

a tall, gangly youth with an easy smile

and curly blond hair, and the years had

added only a few lines and creases.

“Maggie?” he asked, smiling.

“Hello, Eddie,” she said, returning

the smile. “You haven’t changed a bit.”

“Uh huh,” he laughed, apparently

resisting the obvious retort. “Come on in.”

He stepped back, welcoming her

with his hand. Eddie had chatted easily

as he had escorted her to the room
where her father’s body rested, then

excused himself.

“Take as much time as you need,”

he had said. “Just make sure the door is

locked when you leave.”

That visit, she had told herself,

would be enough. She would leave in

the morning. However, when the time

came, she didn’t depart. There was lit-

tle conversation throughout the day,

despite the houseful of people. When
the time came to return to the funeral

home, no one asked if she would be

going along. Then, as the others were

leaving, Jim Moreland providing his

sister the growing amount of support

she required, Aunt Till had stopped,

hugged Maggie and leaned in close.

“You be there!” she whispered.

Now, as Maggie walked across the

green carpet of cemetery lawn, beneath

a blue, cloudless sky. Till saw her and

waved Maggie to the line of chairs set

up for next of kin. Maggie heard the

murmurs of the crowd as she obeyed

her aunt’s summons and settled into

the seat Till had saved for her. Aunt

Till took Maggie’s hand into her own
and applied a gentle, loving pressure.

From her aunt’s right, Maggie heard a

huff of expelled air from her mother,

but Evy made no move to leave.

Uncle Jim stood, inviting all to

prayer, and for Maggie the world

blurred. She listened to her own
breathing, alien now, and heard the

gestalt murmur that is the signature of

any crowd. She heard the pious sounds

of her uncle’s voice as well, but could

draw no meaning or comfort from

them. Maggie was lost to the world

until she recognized the opening

strains of Amazing Grace. It had been

one of her father’s favorite pieces of



music, and he enjoyed it most when
performed on the bagpipe. “It’s the

music the bagpipe was invented to

play,” he had often said.

Jack Miller, always resourceful, had

found a Scottish piper somewhere. As
the bittersweet, mournful music

droned, Maggie stood with other fam-

ily members. Collectively, they stepped

forward as John’s casket began its slow

descent, and Maggie found herself

standing next to her mother. She

caught a glimpse of Till’s triumphant

smile at the sleight-of-hand she had

performed. Evy turned her head

toward her oldest child, her bright eyes

brimming with tears, and moved into

Maggie’s arms. Maggie returned her

tight embrace. She sensed Till and

Robin join them from either side, and

then the four women stood together,

arms and bodies entwined, as the man
they had all loved for so long was low-

ered into the earth.

Late the next morning, Maggie

stood outside Robin’s old farmhouse,

talking with her sister. Jack was
nearby, loading her suitcase onto

the Corvette.

“Come see me,” she told Robin.

Robin nodded. Her smile was as

warm as the day promised to be. She

rested her hand, briefly, on Maggie’s

cheek. “Thanks for coming, Poo.”

Maggie returned the smile. Behind

them, the storm door snapped open

and slapped closed. The sisters turned

toward the house. Evy and Till stood

side by side on the steps, their arms

linked. Till beckoned with her free

hand, and as Maggie walked to her, she

dropped her grip on Evy and came
down the steps to hug her niece. They
held each other, not speaking, for long

moments. Nearby, Evy cleared her

throat. She was still on the steps, arms

crossed. Maggie kissed her aunt’s

cheek and crossed to stand before her

mother. Evy’s perch on the steps put

them almost at eye level with each

other. Neither spoke at first, and the

rest of the world was silent with them.

Finally, Maggie said, “Goodbye,

Mama.”
Evy’s gaze remained steady.

“This doesn’t change the situation,

you know,” she stated. “You are my
first-born—my son. You will always be

that to me.”

Maggie nodded, refusing to break

eye contact with her mother. Evy sighed.

“However, I do love you.”

Maggie waited, not breathing.

“If you will remain silent about

what I call you, I’ll remain silent about

my thoughts on what you’ve done.

Given that, will you come see me?”

“Yes, Mama, I can live with that.”

“Good,” Evy said, nodding.

For a bit, Evy was off somewhere

else; then she focused once more on

Maggie. The ghost of a smile, traced

upon her lips and in her eyes, filled

Maggie’s soul.

“Make it soon,” Evy said. “I’ve

missed you. ..Child.”
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and essays, K.C. sculpts (in polyester

resin), relishes truly awful jokes, and

plays as much golfas possible with her

life partner, Rachael. At leastfor now,

they reside in Columbus, Ohio, with

two cats, Braveheart Sam and The

Lady Sally.



TAPESTRYREVIEW

Before Stonewall:

Activists for Gay and
Lesbian Rights

in Historical

Context

by Vern L. Bullough (Ed.)

Harrington Park Press — 2002

a book review by C. Jacob Hale

This collection of fascinating biographies dispels myths

that locate the Stonewall uprising as central to gay and

lesbian activism in the United States. Here we learn about

nearly fifty' of the many people—gay, lesbian, bisexual,

heterosexual, transgendered, non-transgendered—who
made a tremendous difference in the quality of life for

gays and lesbians in the U.S. today. We learn about the

ideological, personal, intellectual, and pragmatic reasons

for their choices of strategies and tactics, and we learn

about political disagreements among them.

For several reasons, this book, edited by one of the

most important historians of sexuality and sexology,

should interest those of us paying attention to

transgender activism or transgender history. Many of the

controversies—about both aims and methods—within

contemporary transgender politics have precedents in

earlier activism for gay and lesbian rights. We can learn

from the successes and the failures of those who engaged

in similar work.

Most captivating for me was reading about some of the

ways in which transgendered people have been activists for

gay and lesbian rights. Aaron [Holly] Devor’s

biography of female-to-male transsexual Reed

Erickson (1917-1992) tells the story of

EYickson’s generous financial support of ONE,
Inc. Founded in Los Angeles in 1952, ONE’s
goals included publishing literature, conducting

educational activities, supporting research about

homosexuality, providing peer counseling, and

acquiring property to further these goals

(p. 386). ONE has had many accomplishments,

but perhaps that of greatest national significance

was the 1958 United States Supreme Court

decision in which ONE won the right to send its

magazine through the U.S. mails; this was the

first gay success before the U.S. Supreme Court (p. 98).

Shortly after Erickson started the Erickson Educational

Foundation in 1964, he responded to a ONE mail solicita-

tion for donations. This grew into a relationship with ONE
and W. Dorr I,egg, one of its founders and its driving force

through much of its existence—a relationship that lasted

for about twenty years. Following Erickson’s advice, ONE
established a nonprofit charitable arm, the Institute for the

Study of Human Resources, to make it more attractive for

potential donors to give to ONE. ISHR’s widely publicized

June 1974 Forum on Sex Variant Behavior, held at

the ONE Institute in Los Angeles, included Virginia

Prince and EEF’s Executive Director, Zelda

Suplee. Programs from other ISHR and ONE events,

reproduced in Legg’s Homophile Studies in Theory and
Practice, add to the record of ONE’s interest in transgender

issues, as related by Devor. For example, the buffet

luncheon speaker at ONE’s 1969 Midwinter Institute

was Richard Green; his title was “Transvestism,

Transsexualism, and Homosexuality.” ISHR’s 1975

seminar “Sex, Role and Gender” featured separate sessions

on sex reassignment and transvestism; Miss Christine

Jorgensen was the closing speaker.

Devor recounts ONE’s achievements, facilitated by

Erickson’s donations and influence, through 1984. Bv

1983, the relationship between Erickson and ONE had

begun to founder over the rights to the 3.5 acre Milbank

Estate, on which was located an elegant twenty-seven

room mansion built in 1913 and some smaller buildings.

Purchased for $1.9 million by Erickson, this site was to

house ONE’s graduate school, libraries, business and

community center offices, and the EEF’s offices.

Devor doesn’t make clear the cause (or causes) of the

dispute that led Erickson (and his daughter after his death

in 1992) and ONE to ten years of court battles over this

property, which was ultimately divided between ONE and

Erickson’s heirs (pp. 386-390). Wayne R. Dynes’ biography

of W. Dorr Legg (1904-1994) suggests that at least one

cause of the squabble was that Legg did not want to share

the property with transsexuals. Dynes adds colorful details

to Devor’s biography of Erickson noting, for example, that

Erickson paid for the estate with bags of South African

gold coins (p. 101).

Biographies of other early Los Angeles homophile

activists reveal internal disagreement about how to view

transgendered people. In C. Todd White’s

biography of ONE co-founder Dale

Jennings (1917-2000), we read that

Jennings, writing under the pseudonym

Jeff Winters in the second issue of ONE
(February 1953), chastised Christine

Jorgensen: “You’re not a woman you

know . . . those expensive scalpels only

gave you the legal right to transvestism”

(p. 89). Another ONE co-founder, Don
Slater (1923-1997), “enjoyed the

transvestites” in Los Angeles’ Main Street

bars while he was a student at the

University of Southern California during

World War Two (p. 104), according to his biographer,

Joseph Hansen.

For the rest of this story, and many more, buy this

book! My only complaint is the unevenness of the

autobiographies. They vary considerably in length, and
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the brevity of some, especially those of Christine Jorgensen

and Virginia Prince, left me wanting to know more about

how their public personae advanced the struggle for gay

and lesbian rights. Some chapters are written by the

partners of their subjects; for example, Daughters of Bilitis

co-founders Del Martin and Phyllis Lyon wrote the

biographies of one another. Hence, these biographies tend

to be overly celebratory, in contrast to most of the others,

which present the failures and foibles of their subjects as

well as their successes and charms. I would have enjoyed

learning more about the attitudes of gay and lesbian

activists toward transgendered people and causes, but this

is not the book’s intended focus, so it gives no grounds for

complaint. All in all, these are fascinating personal stories

that enrich immeasurably our understanding of the

pre-Stonewall lives of gays and lesbians.

Reference: Legg, W. Dorr (Ed.). (1994). Homophile Studies in Theory
and Practice. San Francisco: ONE Institute Press and GLB Publishers.

Omnigender: A Trans-Religious Approach
The Pilgrim Press — 2002

a book review by David R. Gillespie

Professor Mollenkott envisions a society in which the

gender construct of male-female is replaced by an omnigender

one, a world in which the Apostle Paul’s words are fully

realized: “There is no longer Jew or Greek, slave or free,

male or female.”

Referencing the work of Martine Rothblatt, Mollenkott

characterizes this world as one in which, for example,

falling in love with another person is predicated not on

their genitals, but rather on that person’s entire being; a

world where categories of sexual identity are vanquished; a

society in which an individual’s right to express their

understood gender identity is guaranteed.

In Mollenkott’s own words, this is an “attempt to move
beyond the binary gender construct in order to set forth a

new gender paradigm, which seeks to include and offer

liberation to everyone who has been oppressed by the

old model.”

In doing so, Mollenkott sets forth a case bolstered

primarily by an examination of various religious models of

and approaches to gender, returning often to her own
understanding of the Judeo-Christian writings contained in

the Bible. While focusing on Judeo-Christian teachings,

she also provides a chapter which overviews other

religious expressions, including eastern traditions and

primitive approaches.

Mollenkott argues that this binary concept of

gender—that there is nothing but male and female with no

categories in-between— flies in the face of reality. For

example, there are straight men who exhibit typically

feminine traits and heterosexual women who are far more
butch than most of their peers.

She argues also that as one examines assorted cultural/societal

models, it quickly becomes apparent that there is no singular,

overreaching notion ofwhat it means to be a man or a woman, that

people hold to a binary formula she labels as “essentialist assump-

tions,” the accepted notion that masculinity and femininity are

universal, Platonic ideals ifyou will, behind what we see and expect.

Against this, she writes, “I am instead asserting that

male = masculine, female = feminine, and normal = heterosexual

form a bipolar social construct that has seemed accurate

only because so many were intimidated into making silent

efforts to confirm it.”

In this statement is contained what may be one of the

books two greatest flaws. Is it necessary or even helpful to

tie the discussions of sexual desire (to wit, homo, hetero,

and bi sexuality) to those concerning gender expression?

Are these not perhaps better handled as two distinct

discussions? Would it not be better to talk about how one

acts or is perceived (masculine or feminine or somewhere

in-between) in appearance and mannerisms, and leave

sexual behavior for a separate discussion?

Mollenkott’s analysis of Judeo-Christian teachings

might also shed some light on those questions. The case can

be made, for example, that much of what lies behind the

Bible’s teachings concerning homosexual behavior has its

roots not in questions of gender, but in a prohibition against

non-reproductive sex. This was developed fully by

Augustine and Aquinas. Sex, a gift from God to be sure, is

nevertheless for the sole purpose of producing offspring,

what some have jokingly called bedroom evangelism.

Therefore, any sexual activity on the part of a man which

does not result in or have the potential for resulting in

children (for instance, masturbation, homosexual

behavior, sex with a woman while she is menstruating) is

frowned upon.

The other possible flaw in Professor Mollenkott’s work

is her failure to allow contemporary conservative Christian

scholars to speak for themselves, other than including a

brief and somewhat jaundiced treatment of Richard Hayes’

The Moral Vision of the New Testament and a few other

passing remarks from others. Regarding homosexuality,

which seems to be of far greater concern to the religious

right than the way people look or act, there has been much
serious and honest work done by scholars like Marion L.

Soards of Louisville Presbyterian Seminary (Scripture and

Homosexuality)

,

the late Greg Bahnsen (Homosexuality

:

A
Biblical View), and James B. DeYoung (Homosexuality).

At one point, Mollenkott engages in the very same scare

tactics some lesser opponents of homosexuality might use

when she writes, “...some Christians have proudly

announced that if a ‘gay gene’ is ever isolated and can be

determined in utero, they will seek to abort such fetuses.”

Who said this? Where? Was it a serious scholar, or some

ranting, backwoods preacher?

Despite minor shortcomings and fallacies of argument,

Mollenkott’s work is a welcome and helpful addition to the

literature, of use in our ongoing quest to understand

ourselves as humans and our striving to understand our

existence as gendered beings. It can help us move into a

mode of thinking which genuinely allows for a full-blown

acceptance of an infinite variety of gender expressions.

David R. Gillespie is a former Presbyterian minister. Author of

numerous nonfiction articles and essays, he has recently turned his

attention to writing fiction. He lives in Anderson, South Carolina.
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is the first in a series of twenty-four Transcending Genders letters being made

available to the transgender community. Nos. 2-6 will appear in future issues of

Transgender Tapestry and the remainder will be released on a website. The letters are

written to help enlighten mental health therapists and their teachers. Other

interested people have found them useful too for learning about transgender folks and our issues.

Transgender people often pick mental health therapists as the first people to tell of their anguish

and unfulfilled needs, sometimes after considerable anxiety and a series of false starts. The reaction of a

therapist, selected perhaps at random out of fear of being found out and the need to see someone close to

home, makes all the difference. If he or she knows a bit about our people and tries to understand the

immensity of the revelation and the sensitivity of the client, healing can begin. If, on the other hand, the

therapist reacts out of ignorance and prejudice, an unfulfilled life or even a suicide may be the outcome.

The series of twenty-four letters is designed to be sent to therapists, one each month. The Ingersoll Gender

Center in Seattle financed a set of test mailings under a grant from Seattle’s Pride Foundation. The test series

went by mail to 200 therapists and a few other professionals to see if the letters would be read and

appreciated. They were, in large numbers. Keeping the letters short and lively, and showing up at monthly

intervals, meant that often they were opened and read right then rather than ending up in some pile.

I’ve written the letters from the viewpoint of a transgender layperson with a long history in the community

(since 1976) and an equally long interest in our theories, evolution, conversations, arguments, organizations,

and people. In some ways it’s better that I’m not a psychologist or any other kind of therapist. With hardly

any research on transgender issues available to guide therapists, I’m able to say as a non-professional what I’m

pretty sure is true (without presenting it as gospel), while not being required to back it up with nonexistent

research. I’m also able to write in less formal and perhaps more interesting ways and so give therapists a

little bit of a break while they’re checking the mail.

You may have noticed that we re a community that argues a lot. No doubt readers will carry on that proud

tradition by disagreeing with some of my thoughts and conclusions. Please write with your concerns, but

please be reassured also that each of these letters has been looked over by a board of five therapists and

professional educators, most of them sophisticated in transgender issues but always at least one who doesn’t

know much about us. Lots of arguments have rooted out the worst of my errors and excesses already.

If you decide to send out copies of these letters to people who can use them, one a month seems like a good

interval. It’s better to send them one at a time rather than in a bunch because a bunch coming all at once

tends to get tossed in a pile. We’ll be releasing a new letter every month, six in quarterly issues of Tapestry and,

except on months when Tapestry publishes, the others on a new transgender page on the Soulforce

website (www.soulforce.org). One new issue is available on that website now. Soulforce, in case you’re

wondering, is an organization I support which works to end lesbian, gay, bisexual and transgender

denigration and oppression by churches.

The questions on the front of each one-page letter were answered on the back, encouraging readers to turn

the page over. Also on the backs of our test series were listed local and regional resources for psychologists

and other transgender service providers, including descriptions of services and contact information.

You might want to consider doing that, too.

I he answers to the questions? You probably know anyway, but here they are:

What do Shakespeare’s, etc....?” All have transgender issues shaping their lives, characters, and cultures.

Shakespeare’s Rosalind/Ganymede enjoys the manhood she adopts to escape banishment, India’s Hijra are

born genetic men living in an accepted women’s social role, Lord Gornbury governed New York from 1702

to 1708 in dresses and tresses, and The X-Files episodes bend gender in all kinds of fascinating ways.

On the road, etc....?” From the perspective of experiencing life in both genders, yes, it sure seems like it.

Transgender people see a number of things through the eyes of both men and women. The view is fascinating.

— Judy Osborne
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Transcending Genders
A monthly look into transgender lives for mental-health therapists No. 1

• What do Shakespeare's As You Like It, India's Hijra tribe, an early New York governor,

and The X-Files all have in common?

• On the road, do women get cut off more often than men?

Looking at Life from Both Sides
— Judy Osborne

We've been shamans, outcasts, entertainers, spies, and

instruments of social change. We're viewed with horror,

anger, open acceptance, mirth, indifference, curiosity, and

variations of lust. We're a people who cross gender boundaries,

violating major taboos and paying a price in the

process In the last few decades we've acquired a name
which unites us in our variety. We call ourselves transgender.

A person has to be very brave or exceedingly foolish to

change genders. Sometimes it's hard to know which it is

when we're altering our lives so profoundly. We need your help.

These letters have been created to acquaint psychologists and

other therapists with transgender issues and lives. Therapists

entrusted with the revelation that a client is transgender may
be struck by the client's immense vulnerability at that

moment, and want very much to help, but find themselves

frustrated by the dreadful paucity of findings and reports

available as guidance. These letters can't begin to make up for

that lack. We will do our best to offer a snapshot of transgen-

der lives and issues and a frame within which to begin

organizing a client's revelations.

The author is a male-to-female transgender woman who has

been active in the community for many years. Since the first-

person seems like a good and honest way to communicate in

this process. I'll speak directly from me to you from now on. I

hope you'll speak back.

Let me reveal right away to you that I’m not a psychologist or

any other kind of therapist. The only direct therapeutic advice

these letters will contain will be in instances when I'm acting

as a conduit between you and a qualified professional.

Over the years, though. I've accumulated lots of insights and

observations that I'm reasonably certain are true. I'll share

these liberally with you in the hope that at least some will

chime a familiar ring and prove helpful when you're talking

with a transgender client. In addition. I'll try to synthesize and
share some of the written and spoken knowledge and
wisdom we've accumulated as a community of laypeople

and professionals.

Each month I'll discuss an issue faced by transgender people

and their therapists. I'll do my best to keep these discussions

lively and interesting and will not consume more than a page
of your time.

A total of 24 of these letters were distributed earlier to a sam-

ple group of approximately 200 therapists in the Northwest.

Each draft was evaluated before the monthly mailings by a

board of five therapists. Their perceptive comments inevitably

improved the texts. The Ingersoll Gender Center in Seattle

financed the distribution of the two series of twelve letters

under grants from Seattle's Pride Foundation. The letters were
mailed first-class and kept short to increase the likelihood that

they would be opened and read. Unsolicited comments, plus

the results of surveys conducted at the end of each series,

indicated considerable satisfaction with the quality and

content of these letters.

Virtually all transgender people seek mental health therapy at

a time in life when we realize we must deal with our

difference or begin to die inside or out. Rarely will transgender

issues bring us to your door. We may initiate therapy because

we can't stay married, abuse drugs and alcohol, can't keep a

job or get along with co-workers, feel profoundly depressed,

maybe are planning our suicide.

For many of us, telling you that we're transgender is the most

difficult task of our lives. Those of us raised as boys were

conditioned from our earliest memories to avoid, at great

peril, showing any feminine wish, thought, attitude, word,

sound, gesture, or need. Those of us brought up as girls

typically suffered pressures at puberty to conform to society's

equally rigid gender stereotypes.

On a personal note, I went a therapist long ago to find a cure

for my "affliction." Up to that time I never had found enough

courage to tell any other person of my lifelong yearning to be

a woman. Many sessions followed over a six-month period

before I finally gained enough confidence to blurt out my
secret. I was luckier than some. My therapist didn't know
much about people who cross gender boundaries but

nodded, listened, and did his best to help. My fulfilling life

since then would have been lost in suppression or suicide if

he had reacted otherwise. Eventually I discovered that the

affliction isn't mine. It belongs to society.

That experience was very much in my mind almost twenty

years later when I flew to Miami Beach to help staff a

transgender booth at the annual convention of the American

Psychiatric Association. Eight thousand or so psychiatrists were

there. About a third who passed our booth shared open and

caring thoughts about our issues. Another third seemed

indifferent. The remaining third exhibited openly hostile

attitudes, finding ways to avoid our booth, glaring at us, and

making harsh comments. It became a macabre joke we
shared with our new friends in the booths across the aisle as

we discovered that many of the hostile psychiatrists were

being driven into their booths to get away from us. I

wondered what might have become of me if I had chosen to

share my lifelong secret with one of the latter third.

The APA Convention Program listed 1 59 pages of seminars

spread over six days, ten at a time, from seven a.m. until well

into the evening, hundreds of sessions. Not one focused on a

transgender topic.

I hope you'll find this information interesting and useful. You're

welcome to contact me at heyjude@eskimo.com.
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STON

At the recent Transgender 2003, IFCE's Board of Directors

named Moonhawk River Stone to the position of Chair.

Mr Stone replaces Julie Ann Johnson, who served as

Board Chair from March 2000 until March 2003.

At the Virginia Prince Awards Ceremony on Saturday,

Mr. Stone gave the following speech.

At his request, we are running it unedited—Ed.

Imagine That!

Thank you and good afternoon, everyone.

I never imagined that I would be standing here today, before you, my community,

wearing my fathers tie. Not his stolen tie.. . not his pilfered tie... but his inherited tie. My Dad
was the kind of fellow who made most right-wing folks look way left of center; he could

be a foul-mouthed bigot of the highest order. Yet, I stand here today, before you, in his tie.

Imagine that!

I couldn't have imagined that, for most of my life. But my transitioning from female

to male did something to my father. What exactly. I'll never know. Or maybe it was

happening all along and my transitionjust made it noticeable. I don't know. Everyone who
knew him was predicting the worst possible of scenarios—scorn, rejection, disownment.

I imagined every day, in the months before I told him, that it would be OK— I was shoot-

ing for—just OK. What I got was like hitting the lottery. His first words to me were, "I love

you," and it got better from there. In the ten months between my telling my father and his

death, we healed a lifetime of horror and pain. We came to respect each other as men, as

father and son, and I think my father knew that I carried forth into the world the kind of

man he was, underneath all the pain and bigotry. We came to be happy in each other's

company. Came to understand trauma and its aftereffects. He came to respect the work I

do A miracle. Truly. Later, at his funeral, I found out he and his elder brother, my Uncle

Don, who, in many ways, was the polar opposite of my father, had become my biggest

allies in the family, working diligently and quietly, to make the way welcoming for me. Go
figure. I can't. But I do.

Because I imagine I imagine all kinds of things, over and over again. I ponder "the

improbable," "the invisible" and the "it can't ever happen" all the time. Imagination, and its

twin, curiosity have been my constant companions since before I can remember They are

the very core of my spirit, and, I think, of all our spirits. Today, I want to talk about

imagination, about what happens when we imagine that...well? Anything is possible.

When I was growing up there was Christine, then later, Renee and Jan. Fascinated, I

never imagined such a thing were possible for me. I was lost in the heterosexism of the

times. In the late 1950s, womens possibilities were still largely outside of everyday

consciousness—especially my poor, working class. Catholic consciousness. My boyish ways

permeated my life, my consciousness, but not my conscious awareness. That possibility lay

unawakened within me for decades. I never knew about Reed Erikson, Mario Martino,

Steve Dain, Lou Sullivan or my dear friend, Jude Patton.

If we cannot imagine something, then for us, it doesn't exist. If I couldn't imagine FTMs,

(and I didotyjaen the^idn't exist—at leasU^me, that is.

Joar 3orysenk.no in her book. Fire in the Soul, tells a Larry Dossey story about Charles

I Darwin' landingLn Microneua The story goes that the indigenous people there had ho

of what a large ocean-going, ship was. Accustomed to staying in the vicinity of

/n islar ds, the f ^eople had only small uoats. Tf iey had no imagination, or language,

- thing bigger, f rwm and hi crew arrived injthe Beagle, a large vessel. Although

5 the pcJPBfew mm ci oming ashore in Fie mall landing boats, when fie Beagle
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pointed out to them, they literally could

not see it. It was invisible to minds that

believed such a big ship to be impossible.

Also, in 'The Republic," Plato spoke to

the relative inability of people to take in

information outside of their usual belief

systems. Dyan Hogue, writing in

Transgender Tapestry #90, states:

"Women and men alike have strong

reactions to violations of their concep-

tual space." She was speaking about

people's violent response to pre-op or

non-op MTFs when they revealed their

mixed anatomy, or transgender status to

a potential partner. One way to think of

our conceptual space is to think of our

imagination, and following that

thought—then, how well we have

developed our imagination determines

the flexibility of our conceptual space

Further, an interesting way to look at

heterosexism, misogyny, homophobia,

and transphobia is through imagina-

tion. In our culture we teach children to

be imaginative, curious and creative

—

but only about certain things—and cer-

tainly, our society ultimately discourages

the unbridled imagination of childhood

as one grows toward adulthood. Logic

and practicality must prevail The imagi-

native as adults are marginalized

Particularly, children are not encour-

aged to be imaginative and curious

about sex, gender and sexuality. They

are encouraged to figure out the rules

of the gender binary, and then to con-

form. To assist in this, our elementary

schools are the tenacious, staunch and

ironclad guardians of the gender binary.

Its elementary to me that if we did more

imagining as children about sex, gender

and sexuality that we'd have less hate

crimes, more civil rights and a much less

gender binaried society where children

are free to explore the richness of what

might be their own unique sex, gender

and sexuality; hence we'd have less het-

erosexism. Imagine that!

As a corollary we need to remember
when we hear the all too frequent "I

can't imagine that...." that we use this

phrase to express fear, and its siblings

helplessness and doubt. I offer that

when we hear "I can't imagine that"

—

that there is a person in need—fear or

terror, disconnection, helplessness have

taken over and that person is in need of

compassion, love and the encourage-

ment to imagine—to open their

conceptual space to myriad possibility.

One of my earliest uses of imagina-

tion had to do with my family, not my
gender identity. I was adopted as a child

into a family with whom I had very little

in common. I was literally baptized

Catholic on the way to the first home
visit, by the DSS worker. I looked nothing

like the people in my family—

a

constant reminder to me of my outsider

status, which my family, because of their

own issues, chronically reinforced in

very unkind ways. I used to obsessively

escape into my imagination, outfitting

myself with all kinds of families, trying

them on like some of you here in this

room would try on lovely things in the

ladies dressing room. And, today, I credit

that curiosity and searching for connec-

tion and place as the foundation for my
appreciation of other cultures, peoples,

ethnicities and religions. I was so dis-

placed as a child, I never noticed con-

sciously the displacement of my
body/sex/gender. Somewhere, I knew I

was a boy, and I ignored my body,

made it as invisible as the Beagle. Back

in 1 953, when I could no longer escape

the dreaded "playing house with the

little girls next door" plot, I was made the

daddy. We never talked about this, it

was just what was done. Everyone was

happy with it, especially me. Our par-

ents, thank God, never knew. But even

as the daddy, I enjoyed taking care of

the "baby"; they didn't object to that

either. Imagine that! Imagine, that at my
fathers funeral, I got to tell those friends

how grateful I was for their kindness

and love and their seeing me—imagin-

ing me—when I was so very little. The

girls, now women and grandmothers,

had not seen me in 15 years. It was a

richly poignant conversation.

Imagination drives us to create anew
where there is nothing. Today as we
honor Alison and Dorothy Liang with

the Virginia Prince Award, we honor not

only their service and dedication to the

transgender community, but also their

imagination—to create where there

was so much need. We also honor

Virginia Prince, who imagined, lo, now
those 50 years ago, that it was possible

to create outreach and networks for

crossdressing women I wonder if she

ever imagined that her initial work
would have the huge and positive out-

come it did. Virginia and other ground-

breakers like Lou Sullivan, Merissa Sherill

Lynn, James Green, Gary Bowen,

Alexander Jon Goodrum, Yose-io Lewis

imagine the world a different place,

especially a place which is kinder and

more understanding of transpeople.

Today, people like Joan Roughgarden

imagine changing the scientific

paradigm—the fundamental way in

which we ask questions about sex, gen-

der and sexuality because she's studying

the natural world and seeing its

sex/gender diversity and how that

occurs, and finds that the hererosexist

assumptions of the scientific approach are,

perhaps, grossly in error

I languished for decades, imagining

myself male, but never finding lan-

guage for the inner visioning. Despite

the academic discussions we have

about deconstructing gender and abol-

ishing gender labels, I think labels are

useful and powerful. They form syn-

chronistic jumping off places for our

imagination. Anything we can name,

we can bring into our consciousness,

indeed into all of consciousness—and

by doing so we can empower it with

our vision and understanding and then

we and it can evolve. So, the other key

to imagination, along with curiosity, is

naming. In 1993, in one epiphanic

moment, I had a name for who I am.

Like many both before and after me,

that moment is locked in time with the

explosion of homecoming—feelings

tumbling in one after the other—awe,

joy, the high of ah-hal, eureka. I've

found me and many others. From that

moment arose a series of imaginings, of

unfoldings, of emergences cascading

upon themselves like the rush and fer-

ment of a northeast spring, one peak

experience after the other.

Imagine that! Imagine that I could be

me! Many of you here today might be

able to identify with that experience.

Now, and here's the crux of the story,

having successfully drawn my true self

out into being. I've been sort of getting

on with my life. My imaginings were

more on the order of where to plant the

sunflowers and what color peonies to

buy. Then one early summer morn last

year, an email from Yvonne Cook-Riley

lands on my desk. "Wanted FTM to go

to the Bahamas." Huh? Well, one of the

things I've been frequently known to say

was I can't imagine ever getting to the
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islands. OPPS! Wrong again. I corre-

sponded over the next couple of weeks

with Vicky of the Bahamas Rainbow

Alliance In late August they were to cel-

ebrate their very first out and open Pride

Week; three years prior running, the

events were all private. Vicky, who to

her knowledge, is the only out and

open transwoman on the islands was a

founding member of the alliance. She

said that people were having a hard

enough time understanding her and

her transition, but that they had never

met any FTMs—in fact they could not

imagine that such people existed! Vicky

wanted to educate her young, small

community about transgender men and

wanted to bring an FTM to Nassau to be

one of the keynote speakers at their

Pride Celebration. That FTM turned out

to be none other than me. Imagine that!

There I was on the Beagle again.

Only this time with the tables turned.

The irony of the situation alternately sent

me to heights of laughter and to the

somber depths of what I was about to

embark on My imagination helped

enormously. Some of the considerations

running through me were—what is my
role here? How do I, a singular guy, rep-

resent the whole FTM community? (We

FTMs, as you might know, are a varied

bunch!) First impressions are perma-

nent—how do I create the desired

imprint? Eventually what it all boiled

down to was; to just go and be myself.

But I remained acutely aware of my roles

as pioneer, ambassador, educator, histo-

rian, and above all as guest in a foreign

culture, connected in language to mine,

but whose ways were markedly different

from Albany, NY What worked mar-

velously was the super immersion tech-

nique— I lived with Vicky's large

extended family for a week, participat-

ing in their daily life, then, I participated

m the Alliance's final planning meeting

and worked with them hand in hand to

run errands, prepare, set up/tear down
each venue we used, all the while

becoming very quickly an adopted

member of the community and of

Vicky's family. It brought me more sense

of accomplishment and joy and peace

than I've ever known.

The Bahamian LGBT community is

miniscule, and largely, extremely clos-

eted I felt as if I had time traveled back to

the 1 940s or 1 950s. The hardest thing
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was for me to tuck in my "out-ness":

(And no, that's not a packing joke!) I am
so used to being out and not caring

about being out, that it was humbling

and eye-opening to see the struggle,

the isolation, and danger the Alliance

members confronted daily to do their

work. There are rigidly enforced sodomy

laws still on the books, and the conser-

vative religious right openly proselytizes

that people who die from AIDS deserve

their death. Many of the people the

Alliance gave awards to did not come
out to the public space to receive

them—even if, in some cases, the recip-

ients themselves were not LGBT. The

courage, foresight and persistence of

the Alliance members will stead them

well as they bring full civil rights to LGBT

people in the Bahamas in the years to

come despite the formidable obstacles

they face. Its wonderful, too, they are

not duplicating American history and, at

the outset, casting the T overboard

because it makes many uncomfortable.

Trans awareness and trans inclusion

are key to their strategy and they will not

be convinced otherwise. Th^/ are to be

commended for their loving inclusiveness.

My most memorable experiences are

the keynote at the outset of the awards

evening, the street outreach we did at

the Rainbow Ball and the religious ser-

vice Sunday evening. Before the

keynote, I had sort of been broken in by

the Rainbow Alliance members' ques-

tions and curiosity. But standing up and

beginning to speak as an FTM, as THE

FIRST FTM, in front of a roomful of peo-

ple who had no idea about me, I was

filled to overflow with feelings—pride,

anxiety, uncertainty, joy. My heart was

filled with a sense of homecoming—of

the circle coming round, full and com-

plete. I began to speak. "I never imag-

ined that I would be standing before

you to share my story with you this

evening, because so much of my life, I

was unimagined even to myself..." and

my voice broke and I paused until I

could move on. I was never more aware

of my father and his legacy.

Later that evening Vicky and I met

five young black transwomen and had a

rollicking time beginning a dialog with

them about MTFs/FTMs and all the varieties of

transgender—for which they did not

have a conceptual framework, though

they are living as who they really are

—

some of the time; they are still largely

closeted and struggling to find them-

selves. They shared feelings of doubt

and incredulousness, to outright disbe-

lief, about me. Partly because I "passed"

so well, even for a short guy! This dialog

lasted the rest of the week and culmi-

nated with their arrival at the religious

service just as I began my reading. In

the discussion following the service

they gave a promise to come to

Rainbow Alliance meetings. Imagine

that! I was delighted and astonished at

the whole process.

I always imagined that I wanted to

find a way to provide for others what I

had never had for myself and I did and

I have. Through the work I did with the

community. Alliance members began to

identify gender transgressive women
and possible transmen and they made a

commitment to reach out to them to get

to know them better and to provide

information and education to them.

But, like the Beagle, until someone gave

them a conceptual framework for FTMs,

those among them were invisible.

Incredibly, I left not wondering how I'd

done as pioneer, ambassador, educator

and historian. I've been invited back

again this year to continue with this

community as the/ imagine their next steps.

Imagine that!

Back here in the states, what do I

imagine these days? After my Dad,

imagining seems easier. In my work as a

political activist I imagine several things.

First, on the practical level, is that we
solve the states rights/federal rights issue

with regard to identity documentation.

My imaginings are for consistent state to

state to federal identity policies which

are broad and non-punitive to transgen-

der people; which do not rely upon

surgery as the definite marker of one's

right to one's gender identity. I imagine

where policies have suddenly become

more regressive, that they just as sud-

denly become more progressive; where

it becomes routine and easy to affirm

one's innate identity. Second, I imagine

that we coalesce a unified approach to

litigation which tenders the same argu-

ments repeatedly establishing consistent

precedents in the courts to assist trans-

gender people in custody/marriage/

divorce family issues and that we do the

same in the workplace. I invite you to

imagine that with me! Third, that we
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and they figure out that the bathroom

issue is j ust about the potty and nothing

else! Fourth, I like to imagine that here in

the transgender movement we could

work vigorously to end the heterosex-

ism, classism and most of all, racism,

which pervade our movement and

often divide our efforts, making some
still unimagined.

And fifth, I am a longtime student of

consciousness studies, both academic

and spiritual. Many disciplines—among
them biology, sociology, psychology,

medicine, philosophy, and gender stud-

ies—lay claim to "the answer" as they

see it about sex, gender and sexuality.

But I like to ask a Joan Roughgarden/

Rupert Sheldrake kind of question—

I

think a lot of what goes on about sex,

gender and sexuality is innate—is a part

of that part of us which is connected to

the pure interconnecting consciousness

of which spiritual people have known
has existed since time began and science

is finally confirming. This innateness tran-

scends physical and social realities.

There is a magical moment with

each of my transitioning gender clients

when they allow the consciousness of

who they truly are to emerge and take

up residence in their bodies. It is an

exquisite moment of I am, I am here,

who I am has arrived. I spend time that

session, noting that to them and talking

about it—the day they finally arrive. "Ah,

you're herel Imagine that!" I often say.

No matter how sophisticated each is or

isn't in matters of consciousness or ener-

gy, each to a person has known what

I'm talking about the moment I

mention it. It$ not genetic or learned,

not spiritual in the common way that

term is used, but it's an energy which

manifests itself solidly in the body and it

is beyond the mundane. So, I ask a

more interesting question: if this is who I

truly am—what part of that is the mun-
dane—the biological or the socially

constructed, and what part ofwho I am
as a transgender person is just a manifes-

tation of pure consciousness? Interesting

question to imagine on. Imagine thatl

I no longer try to know myself by

trying on imaginary families. I no longer

feel disconnected; my belonging is with

and within myself and having imagined

myself into reality, I am home. I am
whole. I am Hawk, who is the transsex-

ual man. I do imagine that one day, I will

bequeath this tie and my father's legacy

on to the man who will follow me
and my father into a future world where

social justice for transgender people is

a given fact, not a fight still engaged

in battle.

To close, I wish you all to imagine

yourselves home to your true self and

then having done that, imagine yourself

becoming...well, anything is possible,

right? Imagine thatl

Thank you.
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LARGEST MULTI-VENUE TRANSGENDER EVENT EVER
The 4th annual Transgender Day of Remembrance, held November 20th, 2002, was an event on a

scale never before seen in the transgender community. In over 90 different locations across the world,

transgendered people and their supporters took a stand against anti-transgender violence.

Events were held in eight different countries—Australia, Canada, Chile, France, Israel, Italy, Spain, and
the United States. In the U.S. alone, events could be found in 31 states and the District of Columbia,

stretching across the country from Massachusetts to California.

Events were held in several key locations including 9 of the 1 0 most populous cities in the United

States, more than one-half the areas in which an anti-transgender murder took place in 2002,
and 8 of the 9 most dangerous cities, according to the statistics presented via the Remembering Our
Dead web site.

There were almost four times as many events as in 2001, with growth being seen mostly in the num-
ber of high schools, colleges, and universities hosting activities. Over half of this year's events were
held on school campuses, leading to new and unique ways of getting the message across.

Some schools opted to present chalk outlines of transgender victims around their school, while

Wesleyan College took on one of the most contentious of locations—the restroom—making the men's

and women's rooms on the campus gender-neutral for the day, and papering the walls of these places

with slogans and information about the needs of the transgendered.

The involvement at the international level was notable this year as well. Italian transgender activists

joined forces to host events in four cities, and got the largest labor union in Italy to note the event on
their site. Perth, Australia and three locations in Canada represented the British Commonwealth, and
even a small group of transgendered people in Tel Aviv took a moment to remember those we've lost

at the hands of anti-transgender violence and prejudice.

This was also an event that brought together a number of organizations. The Transgender Day of

Remembrance has long been a project of Gender Education & Advocacy, but the Gay and Lesbian

Alliance Against Defamation, Female-to-Male International, the National Transgender Advocacy
Coalition, and the National Consortium of LGBT Educators in Higher Education also lent a hand in

making the event a success in 2002. Even old foes of the transgender movement, the Human Rights

Campaign, noted the Day of Remembrance on their web site.

Given that 2002 has been one of the worst on record for these sorts of violent acts, it was only

fair that the turnout was high. As of the day of the event, 27 people had been reported killed since

the previous Transgender Day of Remembrance. Thirteen of those deaths were in the United States,

with the most recent being that of Gwen Araujo, who was beaten and strangled at a house party

in Newark, California.

For more information on the Remembering Our Dead project and the Day of Remembrance, see:

www.rememberingourdead.org or contact Gwendolyn Ann Smith at gwen@gwensmith.com.
A project of Gender Education & Advocacy (www.gender.org)
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PROFESSIONAL

LISTINGS

SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA
Riskin-Banker
Psychotherapy Center
1913 El 7th St.. Ste. 107

Santa Anna. CA 92705
Tele: (714) 953-9882
FAX: (714) 953-2094
E- niai I : RBCenier@ aol.com
Board Certified Sex Therapists w ith extensive

experience counseling Transgender individuals.

Interns .ire available on a sliding fee scale. #98

Center For Gender Sanity
P.O. Box 451427
Westchester, CA 90045
Tele: (310) 670-2222
Janis Walworth. Michele Kammerer
E-mai 1 : info@gendersanity.com
Web: warn .gendersoniry.com
Consulting services for employers w ith

transsexual w orkers, sensitivity training.

Guidance for transitioning on the job.

Conferences for transsexual, intersex.

and non-T women. #98

Rosalyne Blumenstein, CSW
Therapy To Go
Specializing in Addiction and Recovery/
Trauma Related Issues/Core Identity

Exploration/Supportive Image Consultation/

One on One/Group
Tele: (310) 850-2702
rmblumenstein@aol.com # 1 03

NORTHERN CALIFORNIA
BAGA
Meeting continually since 1988. San
Francisco's BAY AREA GENDER
ASSOCIATES is a consultation group of

licensed psychotherapists w ho work
specifically w ith transgender identity issues.

Current regular participants include:

• Rebecca Auge. Ph D.. Oakland
(510) 835-9820. RebecaAnge@aol.com
Rebecaa@home,com

• Lin Fraser. Ed.D.. San Francisco

(415) 922-9240: linfraser@aol.com
• Laura Goldberger, MFT. San Francisco

(415) 440-5332: lgold@sbcglobal.net
• William A. Henkin. Ph D., San Francisco

(415) 923-1 150: oroborous@earthlink.net
• Kim Hraca. MFT #27252. Berkeley
(510)601-1859

• Dan Karasic. M.D., San Francisco

(415) 206-3809: dankarasic@yahoo.com
• Luanna Rodgers. MFT. San Francisco

(415) 641-8890: luanna@ix.netcom.com
• Anne Vitale, Ph D.. Psy 15764. San Rafael

http://www.avitale.com #99

Stephen L. Broveman
M.A., L.M.F.T., C.S.T.

Licensed Marriage & Family Therapist /

Certified Sex Therapist

494 Alvarado Street, Suite A
Monterey. CA 93940
Phone and FAX: (831) 375-7553
Web: www.bravernantherapy.com
E-Mail: stephen@bravemantherapy.com # 1 (X)

Gianna E. Israel

PO Box 424447
San Francisco. CA 94142
Tele: (415) 558-8058
E-mail: Gianna@counselsuite.com
Individual counseling, nationwide telephone
consultation, gender specialized evaluations,

custody and relationship issues. Author of
Transgender Care (Temple University. 1997)
HBIGDA Member. #103
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Douglas K. Ousterhout, M.D.
45 Castro St.. Suite 150

San Francisco, CA 94114
Tele: (415) 626-2888
E-mail: ousterht@cris.com
Facial and body feminization surgery. #98

COLORADO
Stanley H. Biber, M.D., P.C.

406 First National Bank Buildins

Trinidad. CO 81082
Tele: (719) 846-3301. FAX: (719) 846-6097
Surgeon. #100

Marci Bowers, M.D.
328 Bonaventure Avenue. Suite #5
Trinidad. CO 81082
Tele: (719) 846-4433

#102

CONNECTICUT
Gender Identify Clinic of New England
c/o Central Connecticut

Counselling Associates

82 Vine Street. New Britain. CT 06052
Contact: Katherine M. Sterner. Ph.D.
Tele: (860) 225-4682
Web: www.intelleng.com/gicne.html

Differential diagnosis, hormonal therapy and

general counseling for transgendened persons. #98

FLORIDA
Arvon & Associates in Counseling
Dr. Coral Schlosberg Arvon
2999 NE 191st Street

Aventura, FL 33180
Tele: (305) 936-8000. FAX: (305) 936-0419
Web: http://www.DrCoralAvron.com

E-mail: DrCoralAvron@aol.com
Dr. Arvon has been specializing in transgen-

der individuals and their families for over 20
years. She is a psychologist and Board-certi-

fied sex therapist ABST-LMFT.
Dr. Arvon has two office locations in

North Miami and South Dade. #98

A Clinical Approach Counseling Center
c/o Marcia L. Schultz. Ph.D.

1801 University Drive

Coral Springs, FL 69541
Tele: (954) 345-2292
FAX: (954) 345-8086
Dr. Schultz has worked with the Transgender
Community for six years attending support

groups and has attended Southern Comfort
three times. Our office is Transgender friend-

ly. Therapy for TGs and families. #100

Libby A. Tanner, Ph.D.,

L.C.S.W., L.M.F.T.

1800 Sunset Flarbour Drive, #1012
Miami Beach. FL 33139
Tele: (305) 538-4849 or

(305) 534-0686

E-mai 1 : Libby_Arkin@aol.com
AASECT/HBIGDA certified sex therapist, 20
years experience with T’s and their families.

General psychotherapy and sexologist. #100

GEORGIA
Virginia Erhardt, Ph.D.
315 W. Ponce de Leon Av„ Suite 1051

Decatur. GA 30030
Tele: (404) 256-6664
Web: wvv’w. virginiaerhardt.com

E-Mail: virgpsych@aol.com
Licensed clinical psychologist facilitating

exploration or transition w/individuals &
couples since 1995. Professional consultation

and supervision available. Avail, by phone,
email, in person. Member: HBIGDA
Advisory Board Member: GEA #101

ILLINOIS
Randi Ettner, Ph.D.
1214 Lake St.

Evanston. IL 60201
Tele: (847) 328-3433
FAX: (847) 328-5890
http.V/members. aol. com/rettner

Psychotherapist/psychologist. President. New
Health Foundation. #100

MARYLAND
Kate Thomas, Ph.D., RN., CS., F.A.A.C.S.
The Human Ecology Center
4419 Falls Road
Baltimore. MD 21211
Tele: (410) 625-1095
FAX: (410) 366-0651

Clinical sexologist, specializing in sexuality

and gender. #97

MASSACHUSETTS
Elke O'Donnell, Ph.D., MTS
43 Roberts Road
Cambridge. MA 02138
Tele: (617)441-9300
E-mail: euod@aol.com
Psychotherapy & pastoral counseling for the

transgendered. Individuals, couples & families.

Referrals for HRT and surgery. #98

Christine C. Becker, UCSW
341 Marrett Rd. (Rt. 2A)
Lexington. MA 02421
Tele: (781 ) 862-6170
Gender Specialist, individual, couple, family

and group counseling for the transgender

community. Support for partners and TG par-

enting. medical care and surgical referrals,

workplace transitions. Support groups for

MTF and FTM. " #99

Diane Ellaborn, UCSW, NASW
Diplomat in Clinical Social Work
152 Edmonds Rd.

Framinaham MA 01701
Tele: (508) 788-5406
Individual, couple and group psychotherapy.

Evaluations for hormones and surgery and
referrals to medical services for transsexuals.

Insurance accepted. Supervision and consul-

tation for professionals. #98

Leslie Fabian, MSW, LICSW
P.O. Box 511

Hopkinton. MA 01748
Tele: (508) 435-4949
E-mail: LeslieFab@aol.com
Solution-oriented psychotherapist with over

a decade of personal connection to the gen-

der community. Focused on promoting self-

awareness, self-acceptance, self-love, w ith a

spiritual touch. Individuals and couples.

Negotiable/sliding-scale fees. #99

Lisette R. Lahana, LICSW
Psychotherapist
Northampton. MA
Tele: (413) 585-9085
Web : lisettelahana. itgo.com
E-mail: lnformation@lisettelahana.itgo.com

Individual adult, adolescent, child and family

therapy. Evaluations for hormones and

surgery and referral to medical services for

transsexuals. Self-pay and insurance accept-

ed. Spanish speaking. #100



Rebecca Z. Shafir, M.A.CCC
Speech & Language Pathologist

475 Franklin St.. Suite 201

Framingham, MA 01702
Tele: (978) 287-0810

Web : lisettelahana. itgo.com
E-mail: MindfulCommunications.com

Licensed and certified SLP and professional

voice coach with strong clinical and theater

background. Complete speech/voice

feminization training.

Andover and Sudbury MA. Phone-coaching

for out-of-towners available. #102

Sherri F. Miller, M.Ed., CCC-SLP
Licensed Speech Pathologist

Speech & Language Resources
475 Franklin St.. Suite 201

Framingham. MA 01702
Tele: (508) 620-9094

Tele: (800) 870-9047

FAX: (508) 620-1008

E-mail: sirtalk@aol.com #103

Lindsey Marie Straus, ESQ.
Attorney At Law
565 Boylston Street

Boston. MA 02116
Tele: (508) 542-0808

FAX: (530) 654-6177

E-mail: lindseystraus@yahoo.com

MTF attorney with 25 years practice experi-

ence. Employment discrimination, insurance,

malpractice, civil rights law and litigation.

MICHIGAN
Sandra E. Clark
LPN., LRE., LC., CMT., DH.
E-mail: sandrac@tm.net
A personal invitation to you. Come and join

me and together we can explore the possibil-

ities open in the areas of permanent hair

removal, hairstyles, make-up, poise, fashion,

color choices, relaxation, medical questions,

and much more. As an LPN, 1 can give

Lidocaine injections for a truly painless

treatment of hair removal. Appointments can

range from 15 minutes to 6 hours or more
depending on your needs. 17 years experi-

ence. Done for you in the beautiful setting of

an 1 875 historic home which includes my
private office in lovely downtown Howell.

MI. Please feel free to E-mail me or call

(517) 546-3306 for more information. #98

Sandra L. Samons, Ph.D., DCSW
Homestead Counseling Center

1480 Shevchenko Drive

Ann Arbor. Ml 48103-9001

Tele: (734) 663-7871

FAX: (734) 663-7441

E-mail: homsted@aol.com
Web: http://members.aol.com/homsted/

homsted.jpg

SUPPORT and GUIDANCE for

self-discovery, family issues, coming out,

being out. transition issues. Extensive

experience in serving the entire spectrum of

Cross-Dressers, Transgendered.

Transsexuals. Referrals as indicated. #100

University of Michigan Health System
Comprehensive Gender
Services Program
Contact: Alfreda Rooks Jordan

Tele: (734) 528-0895
E-mail: umcgsp@umich.edu
The UMHS-CGSP is dedicated to meeting
the medical and mental health care needs of

individuals and their families for whom gen-

der and sexual identity and expression are

primary issues. Full range of services includ-

ing primary medical and mental health care,

speech and surgery. #98

MINNESOTA
Karol L. Jensen, M.P.H., Ph.D.

Tele: (612) 869-7930

E-mail: KUensen02@aol.com
Gender identity issues, TS, TG. individual

psychotherapy and couple work. #98

Transgender Health Services,

Program in Human Sexuality,

Department of Family Practice &
Community Health
University of Minnesota Medical School

Walter Bockting, Coordinator

1300 South Second Street. Suite 180

Minneapolis, MN 55454
Tele: (612) 625-1500. FAX: (612) 626-8311

E-mail: bockt00l@umn.edu
Web : www.med. umn. edu/fp/phs/tgs.httn
Comprehensive services for transgender, trans-

sexual and intersex persons and families. #100

MISSOURI
Helen R. Friedman, Ph.D.

7750 Clayton Road. Suite 210
St. Louis' MO 63117
Tele: (314)781-4500
Clinical psychologist offering compassion-

ate, supportive individual, couple, and fami-

ly therapy for the transgendered community
and their families. Specialties: gender identi-

ty, addictions, depression, anxiety, stress,

relationships, sexuality. #97

NEVADA
Nancy Lee, Ph.D.

Caring Counseling

206 1 Market Street

Reno. NV 89502
Tele: (702) 322-7771. FAX: (702) 322-7501

Providing warm, accepting, validating and con-

fidential psychotherapy for all members of the

transgender community' and their families. #100

NEW HAMPSHIRE
Anne L. Boedecker, Ph.D.

NH Licensed Psychologist

6A Hills Avenue
Concord, NH 03301

Tele: (603) 226-2230

E-mail: ALBPHD@aol.com
Web: www.sitbyme.com/albphd
Licensed psychologist with over 20 years

experience. Individuals and couples therapy for

lesbian, gay. bisexual, and transgender

individuals and their SOFFAs. Evaluations,

referrals, and resources for CD/TG/TS clients,

support group for MTFs, and supervision and

consultation for professionals. Insurance

accepted. Member: HGIDBA. PFLAG. #95

NEW JERSEY
Amy L. Altenhaus, Ph.D.

Licensed Psychologist #1479
80 East Main Street

Freehold. NJ 07728
Tele: (732) 780-6644. FAX: (732) 845-1184

Psychologist who treats transgendered individ-

uals. Also performs custody evaluations. #95

Dr. A.S. Nubel Psychotherapist
683 Donald Dr.

N. Bridgewater. NJ 08807
Tele: (908) 722-9884

FAX: (908) 722-0666

E-mail: Nubel@Eclipse.net

Web: www.Edipse.net/~Nubel
Specialized Treatment of Gender Identity

Disorders, (TV/TS) Individuals, Marriage

and Family, Groups. #99

NEW YORK
Lawrence Krieger, Attorney
The Wilder Building

1 East Main Street. Suite #400
Rochester, NY 14614
Toll Free Out of Area (800) 719-3260 or

(585) 325-2640

E-mail: LKrieger@ChoiceOneMaiI.com
Gender-friendly private practice. Full service

law firm with expertise in family, name
change and CD/TV/TS legal issues. No
charge for initial half-hour consultation for

Transgender Tapestry readers in NY State.

Arlene Istar Lev
C.S.W.-R, C.A.S.A.C.
Choices Counseling and Consulting

321 Washington Avenue
Albany. NY“ 12206

Tele: (518)463-9152
Web: www.choicesconsulting.com

E-mail : info@ choicesconsidting.com

Individual and family therapy for lesbian,

gay, bisexual, transgender (TV/TS) and other

sexual minority issues. Advocacy and sup-

port for gender confusion and transition-

related issues. Gender-friendly,

non-pathologizing, family-oriented. Groups
available for MTF and significant others.

Supervision and consultation available. #98

Jeanne Moren, MA, LPC
56 Seventh Avenue
New York. NY 10011

Tele: (212) 627-7699 or (201) 224-5547

E-mail: JeanneMoren@ nj. rr.com
Experienced. Caring and open-hearted.

Fee Negotiable. #101

David Ostad, M.D.
Director. Park Avenue Plastic Surgery'

740 Park Avenue
New York, NY 10021

Tele: (877) 494-8648
E-mail: Expert@HairTransplants.com

or Expert@Surgery.com
Specializing in SRS and associated

procedures. #99

Katherine / Kit Rachlin, Ph.D.

153 Waverly Place, Suite 700
New York, NY 10014
Tele: (212) 206-3636
E-mail: KRachlin@aol.com
Licensed Clinical Psychologist with solid

TS/TG experience (14+ years) and serious

clinical training. Warm, open minded, sup-

portive and well-informed. Provides psy-

chotherapy and resource referrals to

individuals, SOFFAS, couples, and non-tra-

ditional relationships. Alternate lifestyles

welcome. Also provides professional super-

vision for psychotherapists. #101
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James J. Reardon, M.D.
Board Certified Plastic &
Reconstructive Surgeon
737 Park Avenue
New York. NY l(X)2l

Tele: (212)570-5594
Web: www.drjamesreardon.com/
dysphoria
E-mail: jreardonmd@aol.com
Dr. Reardon has performed hundreds of trans-

gender chest reconstructions in the past 23

\ears. From minimalh invasive liposuction to

surgical reconstruction of \ery large breasts,

his in-depth experience allow s him to hand-

tailor surgerx to correct your particular prob-

lem and to enhance your unique self-image.

His reasonably priced surgery is performed in

a state-of-the-art ambulatory facility. #100

David Seqal, Attorney At Law
30 Vesev St.

New York. NY 10007
Tele: (212)406-9200
FAX: (212)571-0938
Gender Friendly. No fee for consultation.

Experienced in all areas of Law'. #98

OHIO
Gender Dysphoria
Program of Central Ohio
P.O. Box 82008. Columbus, OH 43201
Tele: (614)451-0111
Web: www.genderprogram.com
E-mai 1 : crane@genderprogram.com
Transsexual, Crossdresser, Intersexual,

Transgenderist concerns.

Contact: Meral Crane, MA, LPCC
Clinical Director and Coordinator; Licensed

Clinical Counselor; Sex Therapist/Gender

Specialist Marriage & Family Therapist. #101

RHODE ISLAND
Brett Leimkuhler, Ph.D.
Tele: (401) 783-1304
Licensed Clinical Psychologist with a private

practice in Wakefield. RI. Services include

individual (adult and adolescent), couples

and family therapy. Blue Cross/Blue Shield

of RI and MA accepted. #100

TEXAS
Rita Cotterly, Ph.D.
Sexuality Education Center
1020 Macon St., Suite 20
Fort Worth. TX 76102
Tele: (817) 338-4551

E-mail: Drritac@evl.net #103

Transformations Psychotherapy
Services
Katy Koonce, LMSW
3625 Manchaca Ste. #103
Austin. TX 78704
Tele: (5 1 2j 329-6699
E-mail: caycewakes@aol.com
TG psychotherapist providing compassionate,

comprehensive transgender care. Individual,

relationship, and group therapy. #101

Feleshia Porter, MS, LPC
3530 Forest Lane
Suite 188

Dallas, TX 75234
Tele: (214)904-8222
E-mail: feleshia@aol.com
Specializing in gender, sexuality, relationships,

and self-esteem. Working w'ith people in tran-

sition since 1997, she provides a loving, safe

environment that encourages people to

embrace their “true selves.” Individual and

group sessions available. She is a member and

follows the guidelines of HBIGDA. #101

VIRGINIA
Rusty Lynn, LCSW, Pastoral Counselor
Tele: (703) 903-9696, ext. 269
Over ten years experience helping transgender

persons, their spouses, family members, and

friends. Referrals to medical professionals when
appropriate. Offices in Washington, DC near

Metro Center and in N. Arlington, VA. #98

Martha Harris, LCSW, CHT, TFT
Banyan Counseling Center

1007 King Street
"

Alexandria. VA 22314
Tele: (571)431-0900
Affirming, sensitive, confidential counseling

for the TG community, their significant oth-

ers, and families. Certified Hypnotherapist &
Thought Field Therapist.

www. BanyanCounselingCenter.com # 1 00

Michael G. Tancyus, L.C.S.W.
57 South Main Street, Suite 615
Harrisonburg. VA2280I
Tele: (540) 574-6063
E-mail: rolltide@cfw.com

www.MichaelGTancyusLCSW.com
Individuals, couples and families. Providing

affirming care for transgendered individuals

and their loved ones from a family preserva-

tionist orientation. Over 20 years of experi-

ence with adults and adolescents. #98

VERMONT
Rebecca Sherlock, LICSW, NASW
Diplomate in Clinical Social Work
Montpelier, Vermont
Tele: (802) 229-2946

E-mail : care@adelphia.net

Individual, couple, family and group psy-

chotherapy. Evaluations for hormones and

surgery, and referrals to medical services for

transsexuals. Insurances accepted. #100

WASHINGTON, D.C.

Eleanor Criswell, Ph.D.
Licensed Clinical Psychologist
Tele: (703) 748-4900
E-mail: ecriswell@erols.com

Web: www.drcriswell.com
Psychological evaluations, psychotherapy,

and support for gender issues (TS, TG, TV,

XD, undecided, just wondering) for

individuals, couples, families, others.

HBIGDA member. Tysons Corner, VA
location (metro DC). #101

Rusty Lynn, LCSW, Pastoral Counselor
Tele: (703) 903-9696, ext. 269
Over ten years experience helping transgender

persons, their spouses, family members, and

friends. Referrals to medical professionals when
appropriate. Offices in Washington, DC near

Metro Center, and in N. Arlington, VA #100

WASHINGTON
Anne Lawrence, M.D.
1812 E. Madison Street. Suite 102

Seattle. WA 98122
Tele: (206) 323-7462
E-mail: anne@annelawrence.com
Web: www.annelawrence.com
Transgender medical care, including hor-

mone therapy for MTFs and FTMs, provided

by a TS physician. Counseling about sexuali-

ty and gender identity concerns. Telephone
consultation services available. #100

Jude Patton, CMHC, CMFT, PA-C
1812 East Madison, Suite 103

Seattle, WA 98122
Tele/FAX: (425) 787-5094

E-mail: JUDEPATTON@aol.com
Compassionate, supportive counseling for all

trans-persons and their SOFFAs, by transman

who is a physician assistant, therapist and
AASECT-certified sex educator and sex ther-

apist. Reasonable fees. #98

The Ingersoll Gender Center
1812 East Madison
Seattle. WA 98102
Tele: (206) 329-6651

Counseling & referrals. #96

WISCONSIN
Milwaukee Transgender Program
c/o Gretchen Finke. MSSW or

Roger Northway, MS
Pathways Counseling Center

2645 N. Mayfair Road, Suite 230
Milwaukee, WI 53226
Tele: (414) 774-4111

Full Service Gender Program. #100

NATIONAL
Linda C. Day, Ph.D., MBA
Certified Holistic Life Coach, F.H.L.C.A

New Vision Coaching
“Creating on the outside,

what you feel on the inside.”

National availability

Tele: (505) 424-1674

E-mail : LindaCDay@ aol.com
Facilitation of major life transitions such as:

gender rescripting (intersex, trans), sexual

preferencing (G/L), physical trauma/injury/

reconstruction, relationship/divorce, grief,

career, self-realization. #102

We at Transgender Tapestry would like to take this opportunity to thank the professional individuals and organizations

who support the production of this magazine with a paid listing. Please remember to look here first for services.

The professional ads in this magazine have been placed by individuals and organizations who support the production of this magazine
with a paid listing A year's paid listing is $150, which includes four issues of Transgender Tapestry.

To place a Professional Listing Call: 781-899-2212 or E-mail us at info@ifge.org and please include

PRO-AD in the subject line of the email message.

You can also write to us: ATTN PRO-AD, IFGE, PO Box 540229, Waltham, MA 02454-0229



INTERNATIONAL
FOUNDATION
FOR GENDER
EDUCATION

The IFGE is a 501(c)(3) non-profit organization providing outreach

to and for the transgender community- Among its many other activ-

ities, IFGE publishes and distributes gender related books, maga-
zines, videos and tapes.

SYNCHRONICITY
BOOKSTORE

PUBLICATIONS
CATALOGUE

Profits from all sales go toward promoting self-acceptance, public understanding,

and inclusion of greater gender diversity in society at large Our office and book-

store are located at 14 Felton Street, 3rd Floor, Waltham, MA 02453-4117
Call to confirm availability (781) 899-2212

NEW
Transgender Good News
by Pat Conover

#251 $ 15.00

Christine Jorgensen

A Personal Autobiography

by Christine Jorgensen

#931 $ 14.95

Transgender

Care
Recommended
Guidelines,

Praciical Information

C5 Personal Accounts

Ciamia E. Israel

Donald E. Tarver II. M.D

Transgender Care:

Recommended Guidelines, Practical

Information and Personal Accounts

by Gianna E. Israel & Donald E. Tarver II, M.D,

#456 $22.95

NEW
The Femme's Guide
to the Universe
by Shar Rednour

#235 $ 14.95

By the Grace of God
by Lee Frances Heller & Friends

edited by Julie Ann Johnson

#941 $ 11.95

The Tranny Guide 2001-2002

International TV Shopping Source

by Vicky Lee

#201 $24.95

OMNIGENDER:
a trans-religious approach
by Virginia Ramey Mollenkott

#955 $ 18.00

NEW
Phallus Palace

by Dean Kotula

#239 $ 19.95

FACEFOWHHB Face Forward

by Kevin Aucoin

NOW IN PAPERBACK!

#517 $20.00 #198

Sex Changes
by Pat Califia

$ 16.95

MpWJGES
The Politics ol

Transgenderism

o*

Miss Vera ’s Finishing School for

Boys Who Want to Be Girls

by Veronica Vera

NOW IN PAPERBACK!
#457 $15.00

2002 Gay Yellow Pages
US and Canada

#282 $15.95

International Foundation for Gender Education P.O. Box 540229, Waltham, MA 02454-0229
(for MC/Visa orders) 781-899-2212, FAX: 781-899-5703 / E-mail: Books@ifge.org or

visit our on-line bookstore at our website: http://www.ifge.org

NOTE: Please call or e-mail to confirm when ordering,
availability subject to change without notice.



Prepare for Surgery Heal Faster

Book by Peggy Huddleston

#bk150 $ 14.95

Transformations

by Mariette Pathy Allen

#032 $24.95

ike last time

i KNEaMESS
A MEMqIR

A

OAPKkE ChiJLIkEm

The Last Time I Wore A Dress

by Daphne Scholinski

#472 $ 13.00

From Toads to Queens
Transvestism in a Latin American Setting

by Jacobo Schifter, PhD

#487 $ 17.95

Buy as
a Set

Prepare for Surgery

Heal Faster (Audio Tape)

by Peggy Huddleston

#au150 $9.95

Gender Outlaw

by Kate Bornstein

#189 $13.00

Me and Bobbi and The Gyrls

by George Wilkerson / Bobbi Williams

#951 $20.99

O Au No Kea
Voices from Hawaii’s Mahu and

Transgender Communities

by Andrew Matzner

#221 $21.99

O .Au f^o Keia

A Moaner

Read My Lips

Sexual Subversion and the End of Gender

by Riki Anne Wilchins

BACK IN PRINT!
#445 $ 16.95

#474

Gender Loving Care

by Randi Ettner

$25.00

GF.NDF.R

LOVING

CARE

i

RANDI ETTNER

Transsexual

Workers

Social Services with

Transgendered Youth

Edited by Gerard P. Mallon

#921 $ 19.95

Transsexual Workers

by Janis Walworth

#476 $ 16.00

#915

Crossing: A Memoir
by Deirdre McCloskey

$ 15.00

Buy as
a Set

Working with a Transsexual

by Janis Walworth

#526 $12.00

Working
with a

Transsexual

MEMBERSHIP PAYS!
Become a member of IFGE today and get a 10% discount on your bookstore purchase,

(discount does not apply for magazines or shipping & handling charges).

Cat-2



SALE ITEMS

mme
Successful
self-help

&HOW-TQI

'

books”

Legal Aspects of Transsexualism

by Sr. Mary Elizabeth SSE

#036 $4£tOQ

SALE $8.00

Writing Successful How-to Books

by Jean Marie Stine

#190 $44t0§

SALE $ 11.95

Counseling in Genderland

by Niela Miller

#166 $43t9§

SALE $14.95

Wives, Partners & Others

by Jan & Diane Dixon

#016 $4£tQ©

SALE $8.00

Aspects of Gender
by Lesley Gordon

$44t3§#147

SALE $ 12.95

As Nature Made Him: The Boy who
was Raised as a Girl

by John Colapinto

#498 $26.00

SALE $ 19.50

T R A N S S E X U A L

#113 The Uninvited Dilemma: A Question of #460 Our Trans Children

Gender by Kim E. Stuart $16.95 Pamphlet from PFLAG $1.00

#139 Gender Dysphoria—Interdisciplinary

Approaches in Clinical Management by

Walter Bockting & Eli Coleman, Ph D. $19.95

#489 Rhonda: The Woman in Me
by Rhonda D. Hoyman $25.00

#493 Je Me Souviens: One Person 's Experience
#154 ID Management for the Transsexual with Male-to-Female Sex Reassignment Surgery

by Dallas Denny $15.00 by Jean Vermette $10.00

#161 Medical, Legal & Workplace Issues

for the Transsexual by Sheila Kirk, M.D. $20.95
#496 The Danish Girl by David Ebershoff $24.95

#945 Transsexuals: Life from both sides
#170 Feminizing Flormonal Treatment for the by Lynn Hubschman, ADSW $20.00

#181

Transgendered by Sheila Kirk, M.D. $19.95

F E L EMALE-TO-MA
1 Am My Own Woman: An Autobiography

by Charlotte Von Mahlsdorf $12.99
#151 Stone Butch Blues by Leslie Feinberg $ 13.95

#175 Transsexuals Candid Answers to Private

Questions by Gerald Ramsey, Ph.D. $22.95 #179 Sacred Country: An FTM novel by Rose Tremain

$ 10.00

#185 True Selves: Understanding Transsexualism

for Families, Friends, Co-Workers, and Helping #188 Body Alchemy: Transsexual Portraits

Professionals by Mildred L. Brown &
Chloe Ann Rounsley $25.00

photos and text by Loren Cameron $24.95

MEMBERSHIP PAYS!
Become a member of IFGE today and get a 10% discount on your bookstore purchase,

(discount does not apply for magazines or shipping & handling charges).

Cat-3



T R A N S G E N D E R #515 Making Faces: Tips and Techniques on Basic

Makeup Application by Kevin Aucoin $20.00

#034 Gender Blending: Confronting the Limits of #959 Out and About: The Emancipated Crossdresser

Duality by Holly Devon Ph.D. $14.95 by Ms. Lacey Leigh $17.95

#451 Gay/Lesbian/Bisexual/Transgender Public M A G A Z 1 N E S
Policy Issues edited by Wallace K. Swan, DPA

Current and Some Back Issues Available CALL or EMAIL FOR AVAILABILITY

$17.95
#LL Lady Like $12.00

#156 S/HE: An intimate search by the partner of a #GT Girl Talk $10.00
transgender by Minnie Bruce Pratt $11.95

#420 Trans Liberation: Beyond Pink or Blue

by Leslie Feinberg $20.00

#TCN Transgender Community News $8.00

A U D 1 O / V 1 D E O
#442 Transgender Warriors: From Joan of Arc

to RuPaul by Leslie Feinberg $20.00 #vi 1 48 Melanie Speaks VIDEO $24.95

#cd148 On Developing a Female Voice CD $19.95

#449 Two Spirit People by Lester Brown $16.95 #au148 by Melanie Ann Phillips Cassette $19.95

C R OSSDRESSI N G #au235 What’s Inside of Me: Music by Davetta Magness
$11.95

#021 The Cross Dresser and His Wife

by Virginia Prince $12.00 #au240 TS Man: An audio cassette by James Green.

$9.95

#022 Understanding CrossDressing

by Virginia Prince $12.00 #cd232 Play to Win: Music by Pamela Davis $12.99

#026 Art & Illusion Vol. 1: Face & Hair #vi1 01 Husbands & Wives, Best Friends & Lovers

by JoAnn Roberts $15.00 Dealing with crossdressing in relationships

produced by Donna Mobley $30.00

#040 Art & Illusion Vol. 2: Fashion & Style

by JoAnn Roberts $15.00 #vi 1 02 Metamorphosis: Man into Woman $39.95

VIDEO documentary of Gary's change to Gaby
#053 Art & Illusion Vol. 3: Behaving as a Woman

by JoAnn Roberts $15.00 #vi 1 03 Speaking as a Woman VIDEO
by Alison Laing $30.00

#111 Coping with CrossDressing: Crossdressing in

Perspective for Spouses by JoAnn Roberts

#bk029 Speaking as a Woman: Book $10.00

$14.00 #vi104 Art & Illusion Tricks & Tips $30.00

#vi 1 36 Art & Illusion Basic Makeup $30.00

#031 My Husband Wears My Clothes

by Peggy Rudd, Ed.D. $14.95

VIDEO by JoAnn Roberts

#vi 1 05 Ladylike Deportment $30.00

#042 CrossDressing with Dignity

by Peggy Rudd, Ed.D. $14.95

VIDEO by Paula Jordan Sinclair

#vi 113 1 am Who 1 Am $15.00

#159 CrossDressers & Those Who Share Their

Lives: Indispensible Insights & Advice for CDs
Music VIDEO by Sam LaHanna

& Their Mates by Peggy Rudd, Ed.D. $14.95 #vi1 50 Gender 101

VIDEO produced by IFGE
$29.95

#465 Who s Really from Venus by Peggy Rudd
,
Ed.D.

$15.95 #vi 1 65 An Evening with Dr. Stanley Biber

VIDEO MTF SURGICAL TECHNIQUE
$30.00

#469 The Empress is a Man by Michael R. Gorman
$20.99 #vi 1 66 An Evening with Dr. Stanley Biber

VIDEO FTM SURGICAL TECHNIQUE
$30.00

#490 Creating a Feminine Carriage by Elaine Sagant

$12.95 #vi2 2 Fluid Boundaries VIDEO
by Wendell Collier and Miqqi A. Gilbert

$14.95

Cat-4



YOU CAN PLACE YOUR ORDER OVER THE PHONE WITH A VISA OR MASTERCARD
Call

(
781

)
899 -2212 . Questions? ask for denise or e-mail her at books@ifge.org.

Mailing Information & Order Form
Quantity Item# Title Price eaPrice ea.

IFGE
Synchronicity
Bookstore

MEMBERSHIP #

Subtotal:

While I’m at it

please sign me up
(sign up now and
get your discount
on this order)

Shipping and Handling

$5.00 for the 1st item

plus $1.00 ea. addl. item.

US Mail Media Rate

— 10% Membership Discount
+ Mass. Residents 5% Sales Tax
> Membership & Subscription

($18 SAVINGS)

or Tapestry Subscription
($10 off cover price)

or Basic Membership
Donation to IFGE (tax deductable !)

« (see rates) Shipping & Handling

Total Enclosed (U.S. Funds)

$65

$36

$35

Please make checks / money orders payable to IFGE, PO Box 540229, Waltham, MA 02454-0229

Name: _
Address:
City:

E-mail:

Credit Card #:

Exp. Date:

State:

_

Phone:
Zip+4:

Signature:

TT102 NOTE: International Orders subject to additional shipping determined by country, zone and postage class selected (Surface or Air).

Prices subject to change without notice. For more info or status check please e-mail books@ifge.org or call (781) 899-2212
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Back Issues are available for $7.00, plus shipping and handling. To order from this magazine, use the order card at the back of the magazine.

Use code Example: Issue 96 is Shipping and Handling same rate as books. >• Our website has full details about each issue,

Contents and Cover Models alike! Visit and from there click on . Inquiries to 781-899-2212 or books@ifge.org

/




